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ROUND 
THE  LOOP 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE  .  .  .  George  Hamilton 
and  His  Music  Box  Orchestra  .  .  .  Tito  Corah, 
and  nev/  Floor  Show  .  .  .  Dine  .  .  .  $3.00  .  .  . 
Sup  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .Saturday  .  .  .  $3.50  and  $3.00. 

THE  DRAKE  .  .  .  Dancing  in  the 
Gold  Coast  Room  .  .  .  $2.00 
minimum  .  .  .  Saturday  .  .  .$2.50 

CASINO  PARISIENNE  ...  Lo- 
cated in  the  Morrison  Hotel  .  .  . 
Introducing  a  new  show  with  a 
foreign  accent  and  a  modern- 
istic setting  .  .  .  Dinner  .  .  $2.00 
to  $3.50. 

SHOWSPOTS 

HARRIS  .  .  .  every  night  at  8:40 
.  .  .  "You  can't  Take  It  With 
You  .  .  .  55c  to  $2.75. 

SELWYN  .  .  .  Charlotte  Green- 
wood .  .  .  "Leaning  on  Letty" 
...  50c  to  $1.50. 


With 

Loren 

Mink 

CONGRESS  .  .  .  Bob  Crosby  and  his  orchestra 
.  .  .  $1.50  except  on  Saturday  night  .  .  .  drum- 
ming music  in  your  ears  .  .  .  happiness  in  your 
heart  .  .  .  biggest  hit  this  year 

BISMARCK  .  .  .  Walnut  Room  .  .  .  Phil  Levant 
and  his  Orchestra  .  .  .  An  entertaining  floor 
show  .  .  .  Dinner  .  .  .  $1.50-$2.25. 

Extra  Weekend  Success 


THREE  DEUCES  ...  222  No.  State 
swingers  we've  evaah  hud." 


CLUB  MINUET 

ner  de  luxe  .  .  . 


.  .  943  Rush  Street 
no  cover. 


'Greatest 


$1  din- 


HARRY'S  .  .  .  Sheridan  Road  ...  just  south  of 
Bartell's  .  .  .  "The  real  'With  or  Without'  Ham- 
burgers are  delicious  on  fresh  poppy  seed 
buns." 


KING'S    ARMS 

Evening  Club, 


3500—5500—606  CLUBS 

lytical,  studious  mind. 


Northwestern's    Sunday 
.  Good  for  the  ana- 


FINAL   PAUSE 


SAN  PEDRO  ...  No  Man's 
Land  .  .  .  quiet,  cozy  atmos- 
phere .  .  .  wonderful  service 
.  .  .  the  food  at  San  Pedro  far 
surpasses  any  fine  meal  you 
have  had  anywhere  .  .  .  most 
popular  dining  spot  for  North- 
western students. 


COOLEY'S    CUPBOARD    .    .    . 

Popular  meeting  places  .  .  .  fine 
colonial  atmosphere  .  .  .  won- 
derful food  .  .  .  Main,  Chicago 
and  Orrington. 
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Vahant  is  the  name  for  any  undergrad  who  attempts  to  express  .i  sincere  view  in  some  current 
stifling  atmospheres.  Indeed,  valiant  is  he  who  even  dares  possess  an  idea  which  is  unusual  in  the  sense 
of  being  good.  For,  if  he  has  an  idea  he  will  certainly  be  discovered.  Discovery  immediately  precipitates 
his  identity  into  the  cellar  of  the  forgotten  man,  the  opinions  of  a  certain  mocking  group  thrusting  him 
into  shameful  isolation. 

This  group  is  probably  the  result  of  the  training  from  a  combination  of  two  eras — the  depression 
with  its  adolescents  who  tried  so  hard  to  recognize  the  worst  that  the  best  became  distorted — and  the  pre- 
vious age  characterized  by  no  appreciation  of  the  best  because  the  best  didn't  have  to  be  paid  for  in  fabu- 
lous sums. 

But  no  matter  where  it  got  the  impression  that  it  can  scoff  at  ambition,  call  ideals  dirty  names,  and 
in  o^eneral  dictate  what  manner  of  hypocrisy  shall  prevail,  our  one  thought  is — Let  it  die!  Let  those  who 
haven't  enough  background  in  the  power  of  expression  to  set  their  teeth  into  something  real  be  extin- 
gui«hed.  Let  the  enthusiastic  student  predominate — give  the  University  and  its  members  a  chance  to 
win   by   reasonable   support   of   their   activities.    Call    off  the  dogs  and  bring  the  forgotten  man  out  of  the 

cellar.    He  has  work  to  do. 

Eleanor  Dodgson, 

Editor-in-Chief. 
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QampuA, 
QhahcudtsMu 


\\  iili  .111  (.alicixMl  stialnot  ilrums  When  the  uniform's  to  be  worn! 

.ind  huxles  rini;inj;  in  his  cars,  our  Head    high,    shoulders    set,    and 

ii.ivy      tanaiic      marches     onward  his  chest  'most  bursting,  he  feigns 

down  the  campus.  He  sings  a  hit-  indifference    to    those    about    him 

'"K  ■'"':  who,  he  is  certain,  are  dazzled  by 

l-or.  oh,  what  a  day  is  today,  my  his  resplendent  garb.  Inspired,  he 

'■"•'''•  squares    oft'    and    takes    the    next 

And,  oh,  what  a  dandy  morn;  corner  with    a   pert   "right   about 

lor  today   is  the  day  of  all  days,  turn."  His  is  a  rank  to  be  envied, 

my  lads,  J.,c  is  a  man  with  a  cause.  He  stops 


NO.  7 


short,  stunned.  "Yes,  by  Gawd! 
A  cause!"  The  revelation  almost 
overwhelms  him.  His  mien  be- 
comes grim.  He  is  no  romanticist; 
his  cause  transcends  weak  ideal- 
ism. His  is  a  life  which  he  has 
sworn  to  lay  down  at  the  first  peal 
of  duty's  call.  This  Don  Quixote's 
realm  becomes  one  of  steel  and 
muscle.  The  spirit  of  Dewey  and 
Farragut  walks  again. 
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CURIOUS  AFRICAN  PIPE 


HELLO,  JUDGE 
HELLO,  CHUBBi 
A  BIT  OF  A 
SURPRISE, 
WHAT  3 


SIR  CLEVe  -I  THOUGHT 

YOU   WERE    IM 
AFRICA/   COME  IM^ 
MAN,  COME  IN.' 


BY  SEORSE,  THIS  IS 
A  SPLENDID  MATIVE 

PIPE  youVe  bf?ought 

ME.  IT'S  A 

WHOPPER 

TOO.' 


OF  COURSE  IT^ 
OMLVONE  OF 
THE  MANV  TYPES 
OF  AFRICAM    ^ 
-,     PIPES       r-^ 


^ T 

NATURALLY  ITS  LARGE—  IN 
THE  dark:  COMTINIENT 
'BIGGER 'means 
BETTER' 


I've  SEEN  CHIEFS  PIPES 

TEN  FEET  LONG,    A  REAL 

'TOP-MAT'RPE,   SOTO  SPEAK 


YOU  WOULD  HAVE  ENJOYED  THE 
TIME  I  DISTRIBUTED  F»RIMCE  ALBERT 

TO  MY  BOYS,3UDGE.  OF  COURSE 
THEY  HAD  NEVER  SMOWiED 

amything  so  TASTT'?; 
MILq  AND  MELLOW. 
P.  A.  WAS  A  SEMSATIOM  J^ 


:,^- 


TT 


-IN  THEIR  NATIVE  TONGUE. THEY 
CALLED   ITTOBACCO  LIKE  HONEY 
FROM    STING  LESS  BEES' 


-AMD  that's  a  mighty  FINe] 
DESCRlPTIOSl  OF  COOt_-SMOK-l 
ING  'no  BlTE'p-^ 
PRINCE  albert) 


Wd^ii 


r. 


THIS  NO-RISK  OFFER 
TAKES  you  STRAIGHT 

TO  smokin' jo>;  men! 


I  Tobacco  Cotnpan; 


THE   NATIONAJ. 
JOY  SMOKE'. 


CRIMP   CUT 

PRINCE 

ALBERT 

e-IVES  YOU  A 

NEW  5LANT 

ON    COOL 

SMOKIN' 


My  HAT5 
OFF    TO 

P.  A. 

IT   HAS 

YET   TO 

BITE   MY 

TONG-UE 


ANP, 
PARI?  NETS, 
ITS  A  MI&HT>' 
FINE 

Vakin'5' 

TOBACCO 
TOO 


^1  V^ 


> 


"    III    mil  lllllllllllllll,  /:' 

AiLiElM 


EiRIIIMlRi  EMiTi 

l><|   tll|lllllM|liMi|llll>       ll'l   lllili     III 

LONG  BURNING  r>IPEAND 

I  !tiGARETT&!  T'OBi^^  B?'"' 

!  Iliililliiiilniliiiiiiillilliiil  liillilli^^t     O/- 


^^i 


-,1^1^'- 


pipefuls  of  fragrant 
tobacco  in  every  2-oz. 
tin  of   Prince  Albert 
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By  Ed  Van  Dyne 


MUSINGS 

Seems  we  sort  of  jumped  the 
gun  last  mionth.  About  all  we 
know  about  Waa-Mu  was  printed 
here  last  issue. 

Thank  God  they  have  done 
away  with  Fraternity  and  Soror- 
ity nights.  Nothing  was  ever 
harder  on  an  amateur  performer 
than  the  ordeal  of  opening  night 
when  all  of  the  wise  guys  on  the 
campus  gathered  in  a  wild,  hoot- 
ing, derisive  mob  to  jest  and  hurl 
pennies  and  insults  at  the  actors 
upon  the  stage.  The  hero  of  the 
event  was  the  boy  who  could  dis- 
concert the  leading  man  in  the 
midst  of  the  most  romantic  mo- 
ment of  the  show,  or  the  lad  who 
stole  the  laugh  from  the  juvenile 
lead. 

In  a  different  way,  sorority 
night  was  almost  as  bad.  The  gals 
never  knew  when  to  laugh,  or  else 
they  didn't  dare.  The  ace  come- 
dian, who  the  night  before  had 
brought  a  howl  from  the  slugs  on 
some  line  or  other,  would  say  his 
piece  and  pause,  only  for  a  faint 
and  timid  girlish  titter  which 
swept  from  the  first  row  to  the 
balcony  so  gently  that  an  applause 
meter  would  have  gone  down  if 
anything.  That  night,  the  tempo 
of  the  show  was  thrown  out  of 
balance  again. 

Third     night     audiences     were 


made  up  of  a  more  civilized  group 
of  faculty  members  and  towns- 
people. The  troup  would  spend 
this  performance  hitting  its  stride 
and  the  last  two  shows  and  mat- 
inee would  go  smoothly.  Then 
the  show  closed  with  a  score  of 
two  unnecessary  strikes,  one  dress 
rehearsal,  and  three  hits. 
J* 

INTERVIEW 

Speaking  of  show  business 
brings  to  mind  an  interview  we 
had  with  Gypsy  Rose  Lee,  of 
Charity  Ball  fame,  a  couple  of 
nights  after  that  highly  successful 
event.  (E.G.  A.  and  committee 
members  please  take  note.  Three 
hundred   bucks  was  not  so   bad.) 

We  met  the  strip  queen  in  her 
dressing  room  during  one  of  the 
Follies  performances. 

"Got  to  go  down  and  do  my 
number,"  she  said,  "I'll  be  back 
in  a  minute — dressed." 

Soon  after,  she  was  back. 
"People  think  I  don't  drink,"  she 
said.  "Look,  this  is  all  she  left 
me."  Going  to  the  wash  stand,  sh; 
drew  out  some  rye,  poured  out 
what  was  left,  a  sizeable  touch, 
and  slugged  it  down. 

Gypsy  started  undoing  the  belt 
around  the  green  formal  she  was 
wearing.  Your  correspondent 
snapped  to  attention,  but  relaxed 
again  when  he  found  that  she  was 
merely  taking  off  the  belt. 


We  asked  her  what  impression 
she  received  of  Northwestern  men 
at   the  ball. 

"Really,  I  didn't  have  a  chance 
to  get  any.  They  were  pushing 
me  all  over  the  place  when  all  I 
wanted  to  do  was  ride  the  merry - 
go-'round.  Look,  I  got  these  black 
and  blue  marks  hitting  my  arm  on 
a  horse's  head." 

"Then  you  aren't  much  of  a 
rider?"  we  suggested. 

"Not  that  kind.  A  wooden 
horse?  Huh." 

She  smoothed  out  the  ruifles  in 
the  dress.  "These  props,"  she 
said  disdainfully,  "Me  with  a  gir- 
dle on.     It  drives  me  mad." 

We  buzzed  until  Del,  her  col- 
ored maid,  called  her  for  her  next 
appearance.  Gypsy  Rose  is  one  of 
the  rarest  we  ever  met.  She  is 
less  self-conscious  than  a  gold  fish 
and  is  quicker  on  the  answers  than 
a  Powell-Loy  cinema. 

The   Minsky   prima    donna    had 

quite  a  time  for  herself  at  the  ball 

beating   the   concessions.      At    the 

skeet  ball  game,  she  won  two  small 

pipes.     "Look,"  she  cried,  "I  won 

two  booby  prizes." 
J* 

ROOT  BEER  RENDEZVOUS 
At   this   writing,  we   are   antic- 
ipating attending  the  grand  world 
premiere  of  "Pop  and  Ernie's  Nite 
Club."     The  idea  is  swell;  we  need 
(Cotitiiincd  on  page  25) 
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CHARITY  BEGINS  AT  HOME 


"  Dtiiinil" 


No  corsages?!! 


Four  of  a  kind? 


CroudfJ    conditions 


'It  can't  happen  here" 


I 
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"There  stood  Minnie- 


Marcus  prays  while  Miller  pays 


Remember  your  girl  Thursday? 


PAGE     8 


PURPLE    PARROT 


(^' 


SUllllfU 


MAYNLIE  SWIMUN 

by 

B.  O.  Jiilc-Niiysic 

"Garsh  how  tyme  flys!"  This 
yew  will  rekognize  as  sumthing  in 
the  weigh  ov  an  expresshun  kom- 
unlic  cwscd  buy  most  peeple,  oi' 
wun  might  sa\',  the  komun  hurd, 
or  hurd  frum  the  komun  wun 
might  sey  tew.  Howevur,  if  yew 
will  luk  well  and  lissun  kloslie 
ovur  at  the  pool,  yew  may  dis- 
kuver  those  hoc  will  rite  pcrtlie 
disagree  or  generully  diffur  with 
yew.  Tyme  dussn't  tlie,  as  the  kul- 
urtul  mite  sey,  "fer  them  guys." 
When  wun  o\-  them  has  kompeted, 
and  has  quyte  dun  with  his  kom- 
pcting,  and  has  bin  well  reevyved 
tew  his  normul  stayte  ov  subkon- 
sluisnus,  he  may  be  hurd  tew  mut- 
tur  in  gapses,  or  maybe  gaspses 
(ihe'ee  es'is  sylunc),  "Jeese"  or 
"%5'''-"  or  "?a''-'&,"  or  sum  sutch 
appropriut  wurd,  "Tom,  I  didunt 
thingk  I'd  e\ur  phinish  that  (sum 
more  apropriut  wurds)  rayce," 
and  gud  old,  jollie  old,  payshunt 
old  fiim  may  then,  or  soone  thair- 
atter  bee  hurd  tew  say,  "Well 
(sum  tairlie  appropriut  wurd)  I 
didunt  ccthure  (eyethur  is  korect 
but  Tom  wudunt  se\-  eyethur)," 
and  trum  sutch  universul  agree- 
nuint  on  thair  parts,  tew  and  thair 
konsidurabl\-  inliteniiig  ,ind  uther- 


wyse  inphormative  konvursay- 
shun,  it  may  well  be  assertayned 
that,  at  leest  phor  theese  denizens 
ov  the  damper  deeps,  tyme  duz 
not  flie,  duz  it.  .  .  . 

Speeking  ov  things  that  ar  awl 
wet,  ov  whitch  yew  will  agree  we 
hav  bin  speeking,  of  if  yew  wont 
agree  I  will  hav  tew  tayke  the  lib- 
urtie  ov  assurting  that  we  hav, 
brings  us  tew  wimmun,  whitch 
rmie  with  swmimun,  but  reely 
arent  mutch  lyke  it  ekcept,  as  has 
bin  insinewated,  they  ar  both  awl 
wet  and  when  deeling  with  ethur 
wun  wun  generullie  has  his  hed 
under  watur.  And  sew  maybie  we 
shud  stop  with  wimmun,  phor 
they  ar  a  gud  thing  tew  stop  with, 
phor  luk  yew,  if  yew  dew  not  stop, 
with  wimmin,  yew  may  bee  share 
yew  will  phind  trubul,  or  if  yew 
dont — gollie.  .  .  .  Wun  reesun 
whie  mor  wimmun  dont  swim — 
did  yew  evur  trie  tew  swim  mutch 
or  far  with  yore  mouth  opun.  .  .  . 
But  speeking  ov  wimmun,  no  yew, 
is  quyte  lykelie  tew  kawse  wun 
tew  phind  himselph  in  hot  watur, 
whitch  may  not  be  sew  bad — a 
bath  yew  no — but  it  is  when  yew, 
or  wun  I  shud  say,  proceeds  sum- 
what  beyond  yore,  or  his  I  shud 
say,  depth,  or  in  uthcr  wurds  gets 
in  over  his  hed,  that  it  bekums 
diphicult  phor  him.  .  .  .  Most 
swimurs  hav  damp  beds.  .  .  . 

Divurs  ar  nutz,  if  I  may  applie 
that  vulgur  turm  in  substitushun 
phor  an  extreeme  lak  ov  konvolu- 


tions.  .  .  .  Most  divurs  will  not 
agree  with  this,  whitch,  luk  yew,  is 
wun  ov  the  divurs  weighs  ov 
prooving  it.  Thair  is  sumthing  in 
the  moshun  ov  the  board,  whitch, 
upon  meditayshun,  yew  will  dis- 
kuver  kloslie  resembuls  that  ov  a 
branch,  whitch  seems  tew  hav  a 
revertive  ephect  or  inphluence  on 
them.  .  .  .  Ov  kourse,  thay  dew 
not  hang  bie  thair  tales,  but  then. 
.  .  .  Yew  may  bekom  konvinced 
ov  it  bye  obsurving  them. 

Wun  thing  about  swimmurs,  no 
yew  well,  is  that  thay  lyke  tew 
eet.    Sew  dew  I  .  .  .  Sew  long — 

The  handsome  lifeguard  floated 
lazily  out  into  the  cool,  refresh- 
ing water — his  eyes  closed,  his 
whole  body  relaxed  and  content. 
He  suddenly  felt  a  soft,  warm  arm 
slide  lovingly  around  his  neck  and 
still  another  glide  tenderly,  caress- 
ingly over  his  sleek  black  hair.  His 
eyes  remained  closed.  It  was  too 
perfect!  Too  romantic  to  stir! 
Slowly  another  arm  closed  around 
his  chest.  Then  he  languidly 
opened  his  eyes  to  greet  this  lovely 
maiden  of  his  dreams.  "My  God! 
An  octopus!" 

— Punch  Bowl. 


FAMOUS  LAST  LINES 
Call   Greenleaf   9021,    and   if   a 
man   answers  they  are  improving. 


— S}'^  Sbatz. 
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THE  LIFESAVERS 

GO  TO- 


IMPRESSIONS  GIVEN 

ABOUT  ST.  CHARLES 


Students  and  Faculty  Give  Views 
on  Last  Year's  Conference 


The  annual  St.  Charles  confer- 
ence of  Northwestern  university, 
to  be  held  this  week-end,  Feb.  26, 
17  and  28,  has  been  attended  by 
students  and  faculty  for  seven 
consecutive  years. 

"What  does  St.  Charles  mean  to 
these  students  and  faculty?  What 
is  the  opinion  of  those  who  have 
really  experienced  it?  In  response 
to  the  question,  "What  did  you 
think  of  St.  Charles  last  year?"  a 
variety  of  answers  came  forth 
from  students  and  faculty  who 
attended  in   1936. 

Dean  Denns,  of  the  school  of 
speech,  remarked,  "It's  a  bully 
institution.  I've  been  to  every  one 
since  the  first,  and  I'm  going  again 
this  year." 


Falcon  Baker,  Phi  Kap,  stated, 
"That's  where  a  fraternity 
brother  of  mine  met  the  girl 
he's  engaged  to.  For  myself,  I 
hope  to  go  again  this  year." 


An  Oittlhic  of  a  Eugene  O'Neill 
Play 

(All  scenes  take  place  in  tent  of 
CCC  camp.) 

Act  I.  Christian  Goldfarb  returns 
from  Spanish  Revolution  and 
sees  mother  for  the  first  time 
in  ten  years — falls  madly  in 
love  with  her — mother  is  in 
love  with  daughter,  which 
complicates  things  until 
Christian   marries  his   father. 


Act  II.  Christian's  married  life 
with  father  is  intolerable,  as 
father  cracks  Indian  nuts  in 
bed  until  all  hours  of  the 
night — no  divorce,  because 
child  is  born  to  pair — child, 
whose  name  is  Xerxses  Gold- 
farb, is  half-wit  and  goes  to 
Princeton. 

Act  III.  At  Princeton  young 
Xerxses  falls  in  love  with  his 
professor  in  Sociology  89- 
ring4,  "Marriage  and  the 
Family,"  who  was  an  uncle 
by  a  previous  marriage — pro- 
fessor does  not  return  love 
and  Xerxses  commits  suicide 
by  drinking  a  bottle  of  .89 
rye. 

Act.  IV.  The  rest  of  the  cast,  who 
are  all  related  in  some  way  or 
another,  get  married  and  the 
play  closes  with  a  chorus  of 
300  nude  Indian  girls  singing 
"Sweet  Adeline." 

— Punch  Boii'l. 
■< 

Him:  Never  tell  a  secret  around 
chairs. 

She:  Why? 

Him:  Because  chairs  are  tale- 
bearers. 

— Frirol. 

D.  U.:  "It's  terrible  the  way 
he  makes  passes  at  her  after  a  half 
dozen  drinks." 

Another  swell  guy.  "What's 
terrible  about  it?" 

D.  U.:  "Wasting  the  drinks." 
— Colgate  Banter. 

Dear  Male  Order  House: 

I  ordered  one  of  your  men,  but 
he  didn't  show  up. 

Dejectedly, 

Dorothy  Dix. 
— Punch  Bowl. 
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SUPREME  COURT  CAPERS 

OR  LAW  AND  THE  LADY 

A  Fantastic  One-Act  Play 


By  Paul  Hugo  Litwinsky 


Tlic  curtain  rises  upon  the  Su- 
preme Court  at  Washington,  D. 
C.  We  sec  the  great  chambers 
where  the  mighty  legal  minds  meet 
to  solve  the  destinies  of  our  peo- 
ple. Tliere  are  a  few  changes  in 
this  chamber  as  we  once  knew  it: 
the  most  notable  feature  is  that 
there  are  now  fifteen  places  for  the 
justices  instead  of  the  traditional 
nine.  As  the  curtain  goes  up,  we 
sfe  the  fifteen  justices,  all  impres- 
sively robed,  entering  by  the  back 
to  reach  their  places.  Nine  of  these 
legal  liglits  are  incumbent,  the 
othtfr  six  are  new.  This  is  the  first 
dav  of     the  new  Supreme  Court. 

Incumbent  Justice  Number 
I'ive  (looking  around  cheerfully): 
Well,  bo)s,  here  we  are.  Place 
looks  nice. 

Incumbent  Number  Two:  It 
does  at  that,  although  we'll  be  a 
little  more  crowded. 

New  Justice  Number  One:  I 
resent  that. 

Incumbent  Justice  Number 
One:   I  object. 

New  Justice  Number  Three:  I 
object  to  your  objecting. 

Chief  Justice  (solemnly):  I 
move  there  be  no  fiu-ther  discus- 
sion. 

(There  is  a  long  pause.  The  fif- 
teen justices  take  their  seats.  The 
courtroom  is  as  yet  empty,  so  the 
justices  have  time  to  get  ac- 
quainted. Presently  the  youngest 
new  justice  breaks  the  silence.) 

Now  Justice  Niunber  Six:  It's 
a  fine  dav. 


Incumbent  Justice  Number 
Eight:  What's  fine  about  it. 

New  Justice  Number  Six  (eager 
to  show  off) :  In  the  case  of  the 
People  versus  Snudlumowski,  it 
was  .  .  . 

Incumbent  Number  Three:  That 
case  is  immaterial,  irrevelant,  and 
inconsequential. 

New  Number  Six  (showing  his 
liberalism):  But  I  have  a  right  to 
an  obiter  Jictnin. 

Chief  Justice:  That's  what  yoii 
think. 

(There  is  another  uncomfort- 
able silence.  Presently  New  Num- 
ber Five,  noted  for  his  good  golf 
game,  tries  to  brighten  matters.) 

New  Number  Five  (cheerily): 
Well,  boys,  I  went  around  in  two 
under  par  yesterday.  Couple  of 
birdies  on  the  last  few  holes. 

Incumbent  Number  Four: 
That's  unconstitutional. 

Chief  Justice  (sarcastically)  : 
You  mean  it's  improbable. 

Incumbent  Number  Seven: 
What's  on  the  docket  today? 

New  Number  Two  (trying  to 
make  a  good  impression)  :  As  I 
understand  it  .  .  . 

Incumbent  Number  Seven:  All 
I  want  to  know  is  what's  on  the 
docket. 

New  Number  Two:  I  was  going 
to  say  that  as  I  understand  it  .  .  . 

Chief  Justice:  There'll  be  time 
enough  for  that  when  we  confer. 

New  Number  Two  (trying  to 
be  facetious) :  You  mean  when 
we  agree  to  disagree. 


Incumbent  Number  One:  I 
move  that  remark  be  stricken  from 
the  record. 

Chief  Justice:  Let  it  be  stricken. 
(It  is  stricken.  So  is  New  Justice 
Number  Two  by  the  glare  the 
Chief  Justice  gives  him.) 

Incumbent  Number  Five:  Con- 
fidentially, I  hear  it's  a  hot  case. 
The  Senator  from  Idaho  was  tell- 
ing me  that  there  was  a  point  of 
unconstitutionality    involved. 

Chief  Justice  (brightening): 
That's  the  best  news  I've  heard  all 
morning.  Is  everybody  happy 
now? 

Incumbent  Number  Six:  Well, 
these  seats  are  a  little  too  near  one 
another  for  comfort. 

New  Number  Five:  Yes,  but 
just  look  at  the  nice  new  black 
robes  we  got.  Freshly  tailored  and 
everything. 

Incumbent  Number  Four:  Well, 
at  least  they  can't  tell  who's  a  lib- 
eral and  who's  a  conservative  from 
looking  at  our  gowns.  They're  all 
black. 

New  Number  One  (sagely) : 
But  black's  the  color  of  mourning. 

Incumbent  Number  Six:  Yes, 
and  we  may  be  mourning  if  we 
don't  do  a  good  job  on  the  legis- 
lation sent  up  here.  The  papers 
have  been  getting  on  us  lately. 

Chief  Justice  (smiling)  :  They 
took  a  neat  shot  of  me  laying  a 
cornerstone  yesterday.  There  was 
an  attractive  blonde  standing 
nearby.    I  always  did  like  blondes. 

(Contimied  on  page  22) 
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With  the  Waa-Mu  show  com- 
ing off  very  shortly,  everything 
seems  to  be  okay  dokay.  .  .  .  Ad- 
vance reports  say  that  it  is  posi- 
tively the  best  college  show  that 
ever  hit  the  country  and  promo- 
tion or  no  promotion,  it  is.  .  .  . 
And  then  as  far  as  your  Aunt 
Polly  is  concerned  it  certainly  is  a 
boom  to  that  thriving  association 
of  American  Dirt  Collectors 
Union.  ...  In  case  you  want  to 
look  me  up  my  registration  num- 
ber is  1313  and  am  in  good  stand- 
ing among  all  the  better  slingers. 

What  I  mean  by  the  show  help- 
ing out  the  cause  of  Aunt  Polly 
is  simply  such  little  bits  as  these. 
.  .  .  We  see  that  two  members  of 
the  cast  are  not  only  content  with 
each  other's  company,  but  would 
like  to  inform  the  world  of  the 
fact.  .  .  .  ]ohn  KeJyinan  has  put  the 
skull  of  old  Phi  Kappa  Sigma  on 
the  fair  Philly  Thompson,  who 
wears  the  identification  of  the 
Arrow  clan  over  it.  .  .  .  The  Tri- 
Delts  claim  that  that  arrow  should 
be  spelled  like  the  southern  people 
pronounce  it  .  .  .  error.  .  .  .  But 
such  things  happen  rush-weeks. 
...  It  remains,  however,  that  this 
is  the  first  union  on  the  gold  basis 
that  Phil  has  made  this  year.  .  .  . 
Now  if  she  will  only  forget  the 
fact  that  men  usually  bother  her, 


I  am  sure  that  it  will  be  an  ideal 
set-up. 

Then  another  thing  such  as  this 
always  gratifies  us.  .  .  .  Boh  White, 
the  exponent  of  "Thou  Smooth 
Stuff"  from  the  house  of  Borchert, 
but  formerly  known  as  Beta  Theta 
Pi,  has  finally  got  himself  a  few 
lines  in  the  show.  .  .  .  Perhaps  I 
should  say  one  long  line,  and  not 
the  one  he  knocks  the  "Marrying 
Alpha  Phis"  cold  with  either  .  .  . 
as  if  they  had  to  be  knocked  cold. 
.  .  .  He  will  play  the  part  of  a 
manager  of  the  chorus  girls  in  the 
production  of  a  century.  Well, 
Bobby,  I  think  your  years  of  effort 
are  finally  rewarded.  ...  I  just 
saw  the  chorus  and  play  or  no 
play  I  would  enjoy  just  looking  at 
them. 

"Don't  Look  Now",  but  no 
show  would  be  complete  without 
the  sunshine  and  fun  brought  by 
Dr.  Donahue'!^  little  daughter 
Bonnie.  .  .  .  She  is  always  the  life 
of  every  show  and  constantly  can 
be  counted  on  as  being  branded  as 
a  show-off.  .  .  .  Well  if  she  is 
showing  off  when  she  displays  all 
the  peo,  then  the  rest  of  the  little 
choristers  better  take  a  lesson,  be- 
cause the  public  likes  it.  .  .  .  And, 
of  course  like  all  sunshine  .  .  . 
there  must  be  warmth,  or  to  many 
girls  they  call  him  Do/7  Bri^^s,  one 
of  the  Sigma  guys.  .  .  .  Many  think 
he  shows  up  because  of  devotion 
for  Bonnie,  but  Aunt  Polly  thinks 
differentlv.  .  .  ■  She  knows  that  he 


is  aware  of  the  fact  that  if  he 
doesn't  show  little  AJ  Brush  of  the 
show  boys  will  gladly  take  her 
anywhere  she  wants  to  go. 

When  we  speak  of  Briggs  we 
always  think  of  a  fraternity 
brother  of  his.  .  .  jerry  Egan, 
demon  addict  to  the  hayburners 
(horses  to  you),  who  has  suddenly 
grabbed  the  social  standards  of  the 
Sig  crowd  and  decided  to  pull 
them  back  up  from  the  depths. 
.  .  .  Huddle  C-16,  the  Ten  o'Clock 
section  on  Monday,  Wednesday, 
and  Friday  which  is  under  the 
joint  professorship  of  Lorry  Aberg 
and  Gerry  Fergus  aided  by  other 
members  of  the  staff  of  old 
Gamma  Phi,  enrolled  Egan  some 
months  ago.  In  the  last  month  he 
is  bringing  various  guests  to  the 
class.  .  .  .  We  don't  believe  the 
reason  he  does  it  is  because  he  is 
selling  the  session  to  them  as  one 
of  broadening  values,  but  merely 
to  impress  other  members  of  the 
class.  It  might  be  that  the  same 
gal  won't  come  back  with  him 
again  .  .  .  maybe  it  is. 

Don't  Look  Now,  but  your 
Aunty  sees  a  new  flaming  romance 
about  due  to  pop.  .  .  .  And  my 
what  a  wonderful  cast  it  includes. 
.  .  .  Do  you  remember  how  Kay 
Stewart-,  the  bright-eyed  Kappa 
freshman,  cavorted  around  on  the 
gridiron  and  stuff  .  .  .  well  that's 
the  way  her  ticker  is  a  jumpin' 
an'  a  pumpin'  every  time  she 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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TEN  NIGHTS  IN  A  BAR  ROOM 

By  Mary  McSherry 
Illustrated  by  Grace  Scharf 


Gcnic  (it  used  to  be  Jenny)  O'Day  was  a  dancer.     In  fact  next  to  Pavlova 


and  Gypsv  Rose  Lcc,  Genie  was  the  best  dancer  in  Wilmette.     The  only  draw- 


back was  that  she  didn't  have  a  place  to  dance — a  place  like  the  Chicago  Theatre 


ir  the  Congress  Casino. 


Soooo — just  to  keep  in  practice  Genie  got  a  part  in  the  chorus  of  "Dance  Time". 


Kchcarsals    were    not    all    they    should    have  been;  Genie  got  stuck  in  back  of  a  girl  who  com- 


plctcl)'  concealed  her — except  when  Genie  kicked 
executed  a  complete  strip-tease  and  no  one  would 


with   the  wrong  leg.     Genie  could,  in   fact,  have 


have  seen  it. 


"Something,"   Genie   said   to   herself,    "must   be   done." 


She  sat  down  and  thought. 


Opening  night  came  as  opening  nights  do.     Genie  wore — beside 


counted — a  look  ot  determination  on  her  face. 


her    costume    which    hardly 


he    chorus    kicked    on    with    Gcni 


row.   Rijjht  in  the  middle  of  the  number 


the  Ironi  of  the  Mage.     The  chorus  tried 


about  three  kicks  to  the  left  in  the  second 


Genie  stepped  out  of  rank  and  moved  to 


to  look  nonchalant.     The  stage  manager 
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.shouted  orders  in  a  hoarse  stage  whisper.     Genie  paid  no  attention. 
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"Look"  she  ordered  the  audience  and  started  her  own  private   dance  in   front  of  the  still  kicking  chorus. 


The  stage  manager's  whispers  grew  audible  even  to  the  audience. 


Genie  stopped  in  mid-leap. 
"I'm    going   to    dance    if    it's 
The   author   of   the   show    let 


the  last  thing  I  do"  she  shouted  toward  back-stage. 


out  a  hysterical  laugh.     The  rest  of  the  audience  also  laughed 


-the  only   difference  was  that  they   really   thought   this  was  comedy. 


'Let  her  dance,"  the  crowd  insisted. 


Genie  danced.     After  a  couple  of  steps  from  a  Russian   number,   she   switched   into   a    combination   Ginger 


Rogers  whirl  and  Cuban  rhumbo. 


The  crowd  roared.     The  orchestra  leader  tore  his  hair.      Genie   dropped   to  the    floor;    then    with   her   final 


strength  she  offed-to-Buffalo. 


Tired  and  worn,  she  approached      ^P^      the  director. 


'Listen    to    that    applause,"    she       /I         comman 


ded.      "I'm   good — really   good.      The  audience  loves   me. 


Now  do  I  get  a  lead  in  "Dance  Time?" 


The  director  smiled — "As  far  as  I'm  concerned  you  do. 


Genie  flung  her  arms  about  his  neck  all  the  better  to  hear 


You  belong  next  door." 


him  sav — "But  this  is  'The  Follies 
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JOHNSON'S  JONAH 


And    then    there    was    the    story 

about  Hell  week: 
The  brothers  had  decided  that  all 

the  pledges  would  really  work. 
So  they   made   them    buy   overalls 

and    canvas    gloves    and    piiiiit 

brushes, 
Thereby     giving     the     pledges     a 

pretty  good  idea  of  the  type  of 

work   to  be  done. 
All  the  actives  thought  Hell  week 

would    be   swell. 
The     pledge     thought     secret 

thoughts. 

One  active,  Brother  Johnson,  who 
hadn't  set  foot  inside  the  house 
all  semester  came  back  to  watch 
the  fun. 

(Having  been  a  pledge  four  terms 
himself,  he  found  Hell  week 
sort  ot   a   habit.) 


So  there  he  was — good,  old  Brother 
Johnson,  sitting  in  the  parlor 
waiting  for  a  pledge. 

Patience  does  not  go  unrewarded. 

A  dumb-looking  youth  about  six- 
three  walked  in  the  parlor. 

He  was  wearing  overalls  and  can- 
vas gloves. 

In  his  hands  he  bore  dozens  of 
paint  brushes. 

Smiling,  Brother  Johnson  ap- 
proached. 

"Recite  the  alphabet  backward 
while  standing  on  your  head," 
he  ordered. 

The  overalled  one  cast  him  a 
glance. 

"Listen,"  he  said,  "I've  got  no 
time  for  acrobatics. 

What  do  you  want  me  to  do  with 
these  paint  brushes?" 

Brother    Johnson    registered    dis- 


may— to  say   nothing    of    sur- 
prise, chagrin,  and  anger. 
Never    in    his   entire     four    terms 

had  it  occurred  to  him  to  talk 

back  to  an  active. 
"Maybe  you  didn't  hear  me,"  he 

ventured. 
Luck  was  against  him.     It  was  a 

clear  case  of  insubordination. 
Sadly  Brother  Johnson  said,  "Bend 

over." 
Taken  unaware,  the  lanky  youth 

received  the  bite  of  a  board. 
"That's  about  enough  from  you," 

he    bellowed    and    felled    poor, 

unsuspecting  Brother  Johnson. 
When    the    bells    ceased,    Johnson 

heard  float  down  to  him 
"Next    time    don't    be    so    smart 

when  I  deliver  your  dam'  paint 

brushes." 


'Come  hi" 


-^^/^£>  '^i 
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OFT  IN  THE  STILLY  NIGHT 

It  was  midnight  at  the  Phi 
Gam  house.  Three  sophs,  bent  up- 
on a  bit  of  mischief,  stopped  at 
the  door  to  the  room  of  Freddie 
Frosh.  The  conversation  was 
something   Uke   this: 

Knock!    Knock! 

Silence. 

(Louder)    Knock!    Knock! 

The  only  reply  was  a  deep, 
throaty  snore. 

(Very  much  louder)  Knock! 
Knock!    Knock! 

The  answer  was  as  surprising  as 
it  was  unexpected. 

"No!  I  don't  half  to." 

—Syd  Shell  z. 

POET  AT  >X'ORK 
Mary  McSkerry 

With  pen  in  hand  and  puckered 
brow 

I  start  writing  something  fine. 
Ta  da,  ta  da,  ta  da,  I  can't 

Find  words  to  fit  this  line. 

Some   epic   theme   would  suit   my 
mood 
If  only  other  poets, 
Short  long,  short  long,  short  long, 
had  not 
Used    all    topics    but    the    war 
debts. 

Now  war  debts   simply   leave   me 
cold. 
Leave  me  unsouled  and  flat. 
Tee   dum,   tee   dum,   tee   dum;    so 
I'll 
Just  let  it  go  at  that. 

He:  How  did  you  know  he  was 
a  dentist? 

She:  Because  every  time  he 
kissed  me  he  kept  saying,  "Wider, 
please." 

— Wataugan. 


FILLED  TO  THE  GILLS 
Jane  Gill  was  not  very  smart. 
In   fact,  she  was  pretty  definitely 
dumb. 

No  one  could  figure  out  how  the 
deuce  she  ever  got  into  college. 

The  answer  was  that  her  Paw  had 
pull. 

He  had  to,  to  make  any  school  ac- 
cept Jane. 
Jane   was    dumb    even    before    she 

came  to  college. 
Listen   to  this  if  you   don't   think 

so. 

One    Sunday    Jane's    Maw    told 

her    to    clean    the    chicken    for 

dinner. 
She  said,   "Pull  offen   the   feathers 

and  pull  out  the  innards." 
(Jane's      Maw      was      also      kinda 

dumb.) 
Then    Jane    asked,    "What    d'l    do 

after  that?" 
And    her    Maw    answered,    "Singe 

it." 
And  then  Jane  asked,  "What  after 

that?" 
And  her  Maw  said  right  back   at 

her,  "Cut  it  up." 
Again    Jane    asked,    "What    after 

that?" 
And  her  Maw  lost  her  patience  and 

said, 
"Oh,  Lord!    Then  throw  it  in  the 

garbage  can." 
Well,  after  a  bit  Jane's  Maw  looked 

in  at  her  daughter. 
There  Jane  sat  reading  "True  Con- 
fessions." 
(As  she  always  said,  "They  have 

a  moral." 
See  how  dumb  she  was?) 
Her     Maw     looked     around     and 

asked,     "Did     yuh     clean     the 

chicken?" 
"Yeh,"  said  Jane,  "an'  I  singed  it 

too." 
"Well,"  asker  her  Maw,  "did  yuh 

cut  it  up?" 


"Sure   did,"   said  Jane,   wondering 

where   the    moral    to    this    story 

was. 
"Well,"   welled  her  Maw   for  the 

second  time,  "let's  fry  it,  huh?" 
"Oh,  no,"  said  Jane,  "I  wouldn't 

want  to  eat  it   fried." 
"And  jest  why  don't  you  want  it 

fried?" 

"Because  it's  in  the  garbage  can." 

.< 

If  Ethyl  married  Shell,  where 
would  Texaco? 

— Punch  Bowl. 

A  California  daily  rates  tops  for 
subtle  reporting  with  this  para- 
graph: 

"After  the  ceremony.  Smith  de- 
clared, he  visited  his  father-in-law, 
Daniel  Roney's  house;  whereupon 
his  mother-in-law  hit  him  over  the 
nose  drawing  blood,  and  his 
father-in-law  fired  at  him  twice 
with  a  shotgun.  The  police  believe 
the  Roney's  objected  to  the 
match." 

— Exchange. 

The  little  child  was  sitting  de- 
murely on  the  couch,  watching  her 
mother  smoking  a  cigarette.  Her 
little  nose  was  wrinkled  and  in  her 
pale  blue  eyes  there  was  an  ex- 
pression of  childish  disillusion- 
ment. Finally,  unable  to  stand  it 
any  longer,  she  burst  out  in  her 
quavering  falsetto:  "Mother,  when 
the  hell  are  you  going  to  learn  to 
inhale?" 

— fenn  State  Frosh. 

"It  isn't  sanitary,"  protested  the 
traveler,  "to  have  your  house  built 
over  the  hog  pen  that  way." 

"Well,  I  dunno,"  replied  the 
farmer,  "we  ain't  lost  a  hog  in  fif- 
teen years." 

—Mh-A-Sip. 
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WORDS  AND  MUSIC 

by 

I'liiil  Spiegel 

The  Anglo-Saxons  called  it 
su/)igiiii,  and  tlic  Romans  called  it 
lliu/iis-ti-iiiu,  but  we  just  call  it 
Siiiiii^.  It  is  also  called  delousey 
b\'  some,  and  the  tops,  by  others. 
Those  in  the  latter  group  are  in  ac- 
cord with  Bob  Crosby.  He  swings 
with  a  capital  jam. 

It  may  be  because  he  was  born 
out  west  in  Spokane,  where  men 
are  men,  and  women  can  swing  in- 
to the  saddle,  or  because  he  is  an 
-uhlete  of  note,  having  swung  a 
tennis  racquet  to  become  1929 
tennis  champ  in  Spokane.  But 
probably  the  reason  that  he  is  Pub- 
lic Swingster  No.  1  is  because  he 
started  out  as  a  musician  with  An- 
Min  Weeks,  a  recognized  trainer  of 
tme  musicians.  Anyway,  he  is  un- 
married, six  feet  tall,  handsome, 
.\nL\  hkes  shoulder-high  blondes 
and  swing  music.  Just  to  prove  it, 
ho  holds  torth  nightly  at  the  Con- 
gress Casino  with  a  band  of 
"Cats,"  featuring  Ray  Hauduc  on 
(raps. 

Bob  rehearses  one  hour  daih'  to 
keep  his  voice  in  the  same  top 
notch  class  as  Brother  Bing.    How- 


ever, he  trys  to  avoid  sounding  like 
the  Kraft  Crooner  and  wants  to 
succeed  on  his  own.  And  he's  good 
for  my  money — and  yours  too;  try 
him. 

T/jf  Wax  Ivor ki 

For  Decca: 

Count    Basic — "Honeysuckle 

Rose,"  "Roseland  Shuffle." 
Rob    Crosb  y — "Sugar    Foot 

Strut,"  "Savoy  Blues." 
Chick    Webb  — "Love,    You're 

Just  a  Laugh,"  "There's  Frost 

on  the  Moon." 
Glen    G  r  e  y — "Swing    High, 

Swing  Low,"  "Please  Keep  Me 

in  Your  Dreams." 
Mills    Brothers    with    Ella    Fitz- 
gerald— "Dedicated  To  You," 

"Big  Boy  Blues." 
For  Brunswick: 

Hal   Kemp — "This   Year's  Kiss- 
es,"    "You're     Laughing     at 

Me." 
Red   Norvo — "Smoke  Dreams," 

"A      Thousand      Dreams      of 

You." 
Red     Norvo — "I've     Got     My 

Love    to    Keep    Me    Warm," 

Slummin'   on   Park   Avenue." 
Art   Shaw — "Love   and   Learn," 

"Moon  Face." 
For  Columbia: 

Reginald    F  o  r  e  s  y  t  h  e — "The 

Duke     Insists,"     "Garden     of 

Weeds." 
For  Victor: 

Tommy   Dorsey — "How   Could 

You,"   "On   a   Little  Bamboo 

Bridge." 
Benny  Goodman — "This  Year's 

Kisses,"       "He       Ain't       Got 

Rythm." 
Benny   Goodman — "I   Want    to 

Be  Happy,"  "Rosetta." 
Ray  Noble — "Slummin'  on  Park 

Avenue,"  "I've  Got  My  Love 

to    Keep    Me    Warm,"    "Ray 

Noble  Medley." 
Irving    Berlin's    "On    the    Av- 


enue" is  a  gold  mine  for  tunes.  In 
the  picture  are:  "I've  Got  My  Love 
to  Keep  Me  Warm,"  "This  Year's 
Kisses,"  "He  Ain't  Got  Rhythm," 
"Slummin'  on  Park  Avenue," 
"You're  Laughing  at  Me,"  and 
"The  Girl  on  the  Police  Gazette." 

The  Ray  Noble  Medley  includes 
many  of  Ray's  early  successes,  in- 
cluding "Goodnight,  Sweetheart," 
and  "Love  Is  the  Sweetest  Thing." 
It's  a  large  size  recording  made  in 
Europe. 

Red  Norvo  and  Benny  Good- 
man split  top  swing  honors,  with 
Red  coming  out  ahead  in  "Smoke 
Dreams,"  a  unique  arrangement. 
Benny,  incidentally,  is  the  accom- 
panying band  on  the  New  Music 
of  Reginald  Foresythe. 

Count  Basic  is  the  Kansas  City 
pianist  who  tops  Wallers  in  boogie- 
woogie  style,  and  even  makes  Bob 
Crosby  take  heed  of  the  Dixieland 
Jam. 

The  most  likely  hit  tunes  above 
are,  in  order,  "Dedicated  to  You," 
"Swing  High,  Swing  Low,"  "I've 
Got  My  Love  to  Keep  Me  Warm," 
"Love  and  Learn,"  "How  Could 
You,"  and  "Love,  You're  Just  a 
Laugh."  Don't  you  think  so? 
S 

"We  have  a  fire  department  in 
our  town  that  has  only  one  hose 
cart  and  two  dogs." 

"What  are  the  dogs  for?" 
"To  find  the  hydrants." 

— Maroon  Bee. 


Alt/  cofnpltments  on  t/our 
vert/  gooa  taste,  sir 


Jor  tlie  gooa  t/iings 

Jung  can  gtve  t/ou 


smo/ 


Chesterfield 
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PLEDGE  PAEAN 

Dorothy  Jackson 


Editor's    Note:     During    "Ideal 
Week"     campus     celebrities      (?) 
were      besieged      by      Tri     Delta 
pledges   and    forced    to   autograph 
eggs — fresh,  white  eggs! 
I  sing 
The  song 
Of  a  good  gal 
Gone  wrong: 
I'm  a  pledge 
Since  September. 
Remember? 
I   ha\c  traveled. 
Bo\',  how  I  have  traveled! 
Through  pledging 
And  pledge  work, 
Phone  duty, — 
And  guess  work 
On     the     non-flunkable     national 

exam. 
At    last — surprise! 
Specials  arise 
Out  of  nowhere, 
Heralding  Hell  Week 
(Ideal   Week,   the  latter, 
It   chancing  to  speak 
Ot   the  matter 
To  clergy  or  parents, 
Elsie  Dinsmores  or  darent's, 
All  of  whom  must  be 
Protected,  you  see, 
I-'rom    the   crudeties   of   life.) 
[  he   letter,  I   was  saying, 
Coming  special,  meant  paying 
Twelve  cents, 
I  o  all  intents 
I'aid  by   the  chapter. 
Now  the  way   I   add, 
I    hgure   you   had 
On   twenty-eight   letters 
Pi)  hand   out   to  your  betters 
liurty-six    cents    and     three    dol- 
lars— 
Upon    which    1    hciilers — 
In    muted    tone — 


"Why  didn't  they  phone? 
A  slug  is  a  nickel 
And  my  what  a  tickle 
It  would  have  given  us 
To  ride  on  a  bus 
With   the  seven   cents   saved. 
Again — what  a  pity 
When  here  in   the  city 
A   two  cent   stamp 
"Would  carry  the  missive 
To  anyone's  stamp- 
ing grounds. 
All   we   who   are   broke 
Could  have  bought  a  coke 
With  the  precious  dime 
And  had  a  big  time." 
However — 

We  forgot  this  consideration 
And  even  our  elation 
When  we  saw  the  command 
To  have  in  hand 
When  we  came  to  stand 
On  the  Sorority  steps 
The  following: 
One   eyebrow  tweezer. 
Gee  whiz,  Ebeneezer! 
Do  you  think  they  will  pluck 
Us  like  geese? 
If  so,  what  luck! 
It  will  give  a  new  lease 
On  life 

To  the  hair-grower  companies. 
Next  a  small   paper  pad — 
Multiply   and   add? 
I'm  afraid  that  I  had 
Mumps  or  diphther — 
ia  the  year 
We  studied  that. 
A   dunce   cap,   you   say? 
All  right,  okay! 
I'm  not  in  a  vex 
But  my  inferiority  complex 
Can't  stand  much  of  this. 
A  yard  of  stout  twine! 
But  the  thought  came  to  mind 


That  in  spite  of  its  strength 
One  couldn't  hang  far 
On  that  length. 
We  read  through  the  list. 
We  sighed  and  we  hissed. 
But   faced  without  hedge 
(As   should   humble   pledge) 
The  shopping  tour  ahead. 

That  ordeal  is  through 

We  tried  to  be  true 

And  stand  it  without  a  grumble — 

But  allow  us  one  mumble. 

Did  you  know — have  you  seen 

A  salesclerk  turn  green — 

His  eyes  pop  out — 

His  voice  turn  a  shout — 

The  customers  pause  and  stare, 

While  you  blushed  to  your  hair 

When  you   asked   for 

One — white — egg  ? 


"Diploma!  Diploma!  come  in 
this  heah  house  right  this  minute," 
shouted  Mammy  Smith  to  the  little 
pickaninny  playing  at  the  edge  of 
the  lawn. 

Through  idle  curiosity,  I  wan- 
dered near  the  cabin  since  Mammy 
Smith  long  had  been  accepted  as 
an  institution  in  our  small  South- 
ern town. 

"Mammy,  tell  me,"  I  said, 
"what  caused  you  to  name  that 
baby  'Diploma'?" 

"Boss,  it's  like  dis,"  said  Mam- 
my. "Many  years  ago,  we  sent  our 
daughter  up  to  the  normal  to  git 
an  education.  She  stayed  up  there 
three  years,  and  this,"  pointing  to 
Diploma,  "is  what  she  brought 
back." 

— Clipplngi. 
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HEAVEN  HELP  THE  WORKING  GIRL 

By  (or  from)  Paul   Hugo  Litwinsky 


Once  again  the  working  girl  is 
menaced.  Her  life,  her  very  honor, 
all  that  she  holds  dear  (not  you, 
you  mug)  is  in  danger.  No,  dear 
male  reader,  the  threatening  terror 
is  no  Mid-Victorian  mortgage 
holder  with  a  dark  drooping 
moustache.  It  is  you  yourself  that 
menaces  the  security  of  the  erst- 
while happy  working  girl. 

Now  that  you  have  recovered 
from  the  shock  of  learning  the 
bitter  truth,  you  nonchalantly 
shrug  your  shoulders  and  say, 
"Well,  to  be  sure  I  menace  her  se- 
curity if  what  you  mean  by  that 
IS  that  I  am  trying  to  lure  her 
down  the  primrose  path.  But  she 
likes  it,  so  what's  wrong?"  No, 
luring  the  working  girl  down  the 
primrose  path  is  not  bad  at  all. 
Working  girls  are  meant  to  be 
lured  down  the  primrose  path.  If 
you  don't  lure  them,  someone  else 
will.  But  the  moral  question  of 
financing  this  luring  is  what  is 
responsible  for  the  present  men- 
ace. 

The  post-war  generation  looks 
at  life  differently.  Whereas  in  the 
past  a  young  man  would  say  ar- 
dently and  gallantly  to  his  be- 
trothed, "No,  my  fair  Gwendo- 
lyn, we  cannot  invoke  the  heavens 
to  bless  our  union  until  I  can  earn 
enough  to  support  you!"  nowadays 
the  young  man,  still  as  ardent  as 
ever,  though  a  little  less  gallant, 
says,  "Let's  get  married,  toots. 
You're  working." 

This  makes  matters  somewhat 
difficult.  Two  can,  of  course,  live 
as  cheaply  as  one,  but  you  can't 
— not  on  her  salary  with  your  ex- 
pensive living  habits.  You  cannot 
expect    a    lovely    young    creature. 


i^ 


"Ami   now,   gentlemen,   in   this  simple  formula- 


wearied  from  a  hard  day  at  the 
office,  to  take  you  out  to  Jacques 
every  night  to  indulge  your  per- 
verted taste  for  filet  mignon  and 
rum  parfait.  That  is,  if  she  is  earn- 
ing only  twenty-five  dollars  a 
week. 

The  only  thing  you  can  do  is  to 
get  her  to  increase  her  earning 
power.  Perhaps  you  might  even 
try  living  on  love.  But  even  living 
on  love  you  will  want  your  normal 
quota  of  choice  Turkish  cigarettes 
and  copies  of  Esquire  and  Fortune. 
You  might  always  try  looking  for 
a  job.  But  of  course  you  reason 
that  jobs  are  hard  to  get  (and  you 
reason  rightly,  too)  and  that  you 
would  spend  plenty  of  carfare  in 
looking  for  them.  Besides,  your 
getting  a  job  would  complicate 
things.  You  might  fall  in  love 
with  a  pretty  secretary  in  the  office 
where  you  got  your  job — if  you 
got  one — and  this  would  destroy 
your  marital  bliss  to  say  nothing 


of  making  you  get  up  at  seven  for 
a  change  instead  of  at  noon.  No, 
getting  a  job  is  not  a  satisfactory 
solution  to  the  problem. 

So  the  working  girl  has  to  go 
on  earning  a  living  for  two.  Of 
course,  the  trouble  all  started  when 
she  demanded  equal  rights.  She 
got  them  all  right,  so  she  has  no 
one  else  to  blame  for  this  menace 
but  herself. 

There  is,  however,  some  good  in 
all  this  evil.  Many  a  flower  is  born 
to  blush  unseen,  et  cetera,  mean- 
ing that  many  a  genius  is  hiding 
his  light  under  a  bushel  basket. 
Now  if  some  girl  comes  along  who 
is  willing  to  make  this  genius  her 
protege,  she  can  support  him  while 
he  produces  his  immortal  master- 
pieces. She  will  thus  be  doing  the 
world,  herself,  and  the  genius  a 
service.  Even  if  the  genius  pro- 
duces no  masterpieces,  the  girl  will 
at  least  be  comforted  by  the 
thought  that  she  has  reduced  the 
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relict  rolls  figures  by  one. 

Bu:  aparc  from  this  exceptional 
instance — tor  not  everyone  can  be 
a  genius  in  this  capitalistic  land  of 
ours — the  working  girl's  lot  is  not 
a  happy  one.  The  origin  of  the 
evil  lies  in  the  college  itself.  The 
young  man  goes  to  college  where 
he  learns  more  retined  and  expen- 
sive ways  of  spending  money.  Na- 
turalh',  he  wants  to  put  the  theory 
into  practice.  As  he  has  no  money 
of  his  own,  he  exploits  the  hapless 
working  girl.  So  if  the  young  man 
did  not  go  to  college,  he  would  not 
learn  how  to  spend  money  in  a  re- 
fined wa\' — he  would  spent  it  any- 
way. 

So  pity  the  poor  working  girl 
whose  security  you  callous  males 
threaten.  (And  be  sure  when  you 
threaten    her   that   she   is   a   salar)- 


earner,  not  a  wage-earner.  Wages 
are  anything  below  fifteen  dollars; 
salary  is  anything  above.  As  long 
as  you  have  gone  to  college,  you 
might  as  well  do  things  in  style.) 

"Sweetheart,  does  my  love-mak- 
ing intoxicate  you?" 

"No,  you  half  pint." 

Some  people  think  it's  wrong  to 
stand  on  street  corners  but  not 
me;  I  always  stand  there.  Almost 
everybody  stops  for  me,  and  those 
that  don't  are  foolish.  I'm  attrac- 
tive and  sleek  looking,  and  al- 
though I  caution  people  I  guess 
they  can't  help  going  for  me. 
Y'see,  I'm  a  traffic  light. 

— Pniicb   Bowl. 

Pappy:  "You  take  accounting 
in  the  business  school,  don't  you?" 
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Day  Student:  "Yea,  man." 
Pappy:  "Well,  can  you  account 
for    the    brassiere    that    was    sent 
home  in  your  last  laundry?" 

— Mis-A-Sip. 

Wrangler:  "I  know  it  seems  silly 
but  I  always  giggle  when  she  kisses 
me." 

Another  queer  guy:  "What  were 
you  doing  last  night?  You  almost 
had  convulsions." 

— Colgate  Banter. 

It  had  been  raining  and  storm- 
ing around  the  little  farm  for  a 
week.  In  the  chicken-coop,  the 
hens  were  all  huddled  together. 
The  rooster  stood  before  them. 

"Girls,"  he  said,  "production  is 
falling  way  down  below  normal. 
I'd  like  to  know  if  there  is  any 
reason  for  it." 

"No  particular  reason,"  one  hen 
replied,  "except  that  we're  laying 
low  until  the  storm  blows  over." 
—Red  Cat. 

"Where  were  you  born,  my  fine 
little  man?" 
"Ireland." 
"Why?" 
"To    be    near    my    mother,    you 


dope." 


-Punch  Boul. 


"Beinir  Gfi/xliiiaii 


or  no  Benny  Goodman,  there  aint  no  such  iivrd  as 
'De  Lovely  " 


"The  hospital  just  called  and 
said  I  have  another  mouth  to 
feed." 

"Boy  or  girl?" 

"Neither,  the  wife's  got  a  tape- 
worm." 

— Log. 

J* 

Do  you  know  the  difference  be- 
tween a  girl's  boy  friend  and  her 
parlor?  No?  Well,  when  her  boy 
friend  is  lit  up,  he's  full,  but  when 
her  parlor  is  lit  up,  it's  empty. 
— Miss-A-Sip. 
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And  then  there's  the  one  about 
the  old  maid  who  took  a  tramp  in 
the  woods,  and  the  tramp  died. 


—Log. 


^ 


On  cold  nights  I  used  to  sleep 
with  Paddy,  because  she  was  the 
hottest  thing  I  knew  of.  Oh,  of 
course,  mother  objected.  Said  that 
too  much  wasn't  good  for  such  a 
young  kid. 

But  it  was  too  hard  to  resist, 
especially  on  real  cold  nights.  So  I 
used  to  sneak  out  of  bed,  up  the 
stairs  to  the  attic,  where  Paddy 
stayed,  and  then,  making  sure  no 
one  heard  us,  with  her  clutched  in 
my  trembling  arms,  I  would  dash 
back  to  my  room. 

No,  sir,  I'm  not  a  bit  ashamed. 

She  was  such  a  comfort,  snug- 
gled there  on  my  chest,  her  white 
softness  giving  off  a  warm,  lulling 
heat.  For  hours  we  would  lie 
there  so,  neither  one  of  us  darmg 
to  break  the  silence  for  fear  we 
would  wake  and  find  it  all  a  dream 
— we  were  so  content.  And,  be- 
sides, Paddy  wasn't  much  of  a 
talker. 

No,  I  am  not  ashamed,  sir. 

The  sad  end  of  our  beautiful 
friendship  came  shockingly  sud- 
den. For  one  night,  Paddy  be- 
came so  hot  that  she  burned  a  hole 
in  mother's  new  blanket.  Then 
mother  put  her  foot  down. 

My  dear,  Sid,  I  have  told  you 
twice  that  I  am  not  ashamed.  Why 
should    I   be    ashamed   of   sleeping 
with  an  electric  heating  paddy? 
— Punch  Bowl. 
,"* 

Gamma     Phi — "I     told     him     I 

didn't  want  to  see  him  anymore." 

Alpha  Phi— "What  did  he  do?" 

Gamma    Phi — "He    turned    off 

the  lights." 

— Colgate  Banter. 


"Always  worth  stopping  for 
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ftjEECH  NUT  GIM 


^      Most    popular    gum    la 

America  js   Beech- Nue 

'     Pepperniinr.    Try    our 

■^    Spedrmint,    too,   if  you 

enjoy  a  distinctive  flavor ! 


BEECHIES 

Gum  in  a  crisp  candy  codting 
.  .  doubly  delighctul  chat  waj' 
Peppermint,  Spearmint,  Pepsin 


ORALGENl 
The  new  firmer  texture 
gum  that  aids  mouth 
health  and  heip»s  tight 
mouth  acidity.  "Qsew 
■%'ich  a  purpose." 


^^  ca^  l^dte 


C^ca^'iy  maAe4' 


SEE  THE  BEECH-NUT  CIRCUS 

Biggest  Little  Show  on  Earth! 

A  mechanical  marvel,  3  rings  of  performers, 
clowns,  animals,  music  'n"  everything!  Now 
tourins  the  country.  Don't  miss  it. 
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(Continiu-d  from  page  10) 

New  Number  Four:  What  is  a 
blonde? 

Chief  Justice  (closing  his  eyes) : 
The  lovehest  creation  in  the  uni- 
verse. 

Incumbent  Number  Three:  Ex- 
ception. (Incumbents  Four  and 
Seven  ghire  .it  him,  but  by  now 
the  courtroom  is  fiUing  up,  and 
the  business  of  the  day  is  about  to 
begin.    The  clerk  enters.) 

Clerk:    Good   morning,  justices. 

Chief  Justice:  Call  the  first  case 
on  the  docket. 

Clerk  (calling):  The  people 
versus  Minsk)'  Brothers. 

The  Defense  Attorney  (bow- 
ing) :  Your  Honors,  this  case  in- 
volves my  clients,  the  Minsky 
Brothers,  long  known  to  the  the- 
.itrical  world. 

Now  Number  Six  (sotto  voce) : 
And  to  the  bald-headed  row. 

(The  Chief  Justice  frowns  se- 
verel)-.  New  Number  Six  rapidly 
gulps  down  a  glass  of  water  (yes, 
water!)  and  feels  better  for  it.) 

Defense  Attorney  (continu- 
ing) :  There  is  a  bill  pending  be- 
fore the  Senate  to  exclude  all  for- 
eign burlesque  entertainers  .  .  . 

New  Number  Six  (being  help- 
ful):    He  means  strip  tease  girls. 

New  Number  Four:  What  is  a 
strip  tease  girl? 

New  Number  Six  (bending  over 
Uie  bench  to  speak  more  intimate- 
ly) :  Well,  Justice,  it's  like  this  .  .  . 

C;hiet  jLisiice:  The  Defense  At- 
torney has  the  floor,  gentlemen. 

New  Number  Six:  What  good  is 
it  going  to  do  him,  anyway? 

Defense  Attorney:  I  object! 

Chief  Justice:  You  can't  object. 
That  was  an  obiter  dictum.  (To 
New  Number  Six  severely)  :  Don't 
let  it  happen  again. 

iX-tense  Attorney:  Think,  Your 
fioiiiirs,    what    this   would    mean!! 


Should  we  bar  beauty  from  our 
shores? 

Incumbent  Number  Three;  If  it 
isn't  the  pure  Nordic  type. 

Defense  Attorney:  I  object; 
That's  Nazi! 

New  Number  Six:  Sure  it's 
nasty! 

Chief  Justice  (glaring  at  him): 
If  the  Justice  does  not  refrain 
from  his  annoying  comments 
while  the  court  is  in  session  I  shall 
recommend  to  the  President  that 
a  substitute  be  appointed  to  sit  in 
his  stead  to  hear  the  business  of 
this  court. 

Incumbent  Number  Seven: 
Don't  bother.  I  already  recom- 
mended it  on  the  grounds  that  the 
Justice  was  a  conservative. 

New  Number  Six  (rising  angri- 
ly from  his  seat)  :  And  I  just  filed 
a  motion  to  appoint  your  substi- 
tute, Mr.  Justice,  on  the  same 
grounds. 

Defense  Attorney:  I  move  the 
case  be  dismissed  on  the  grounds  of 
insufficient  evidence. 

Chief  Justice:  Do  you  mean  you 
want  to  throw  out  your  own  case? 

New  Number  Two:  He  might 
just  as  well.  He  can't  win.  This 
court  is  packed. 

Incumbent  Number  Five:  Well, 
if  it  bothers  you,  why  don't  you 
loosen  your  collar? 

New  Number  Two:  I'm  not 
wearing  a  collar. 

Incumbent  Number  Five:  Oh!! 

Defense  Attorney:  No,  Your 
Honor,  I  meant  to  throw  out  this 
argument  between  the  Justices. 

Chief  Justice:  I'll  do  the  throw- 
ing out  around  here.  Produce  your 
evidence,  if  any. 

Defense  Attorney:  Your  Hon- 
or, to  show  that  a  foreign  enter- 
tainer can  outshine  an  American 
entertainer,  I  call  Madamoiselie 
Fifi  Devere  to  the  stand. 

Incumbent  Number  Seven:  Oh, 
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a  French  girl,  eh?    That  reminds 
me  of  the  war  debt. 

Chief  Justice:  That  case  is  an 
old  one. 

Incumbent  Number  Seven: 
Well,  it  hasn't  been  settled  yet. 

(All  the  Justices  look  uncom- 
fortably about  them.) 

Clerk  (calling) :  Miss  Fifi  De- 
vere to  the  stand! 

(Miss  Devere  comes  forward,  a 
languid  French  blonde.) 

Clerk:  Do  you  solemnly  swear, 
etc.? 

Miss  Devere:  I  do. 

Chief  Justice  (eyeing  Miss  De- 
vere's  shapely  ankles) :  How  is  it 
that  you  speak  American? 

Miss  Devere:  Oh,  I  learned  it  on 
the  boat  coming  over. 

Chief  Justice  (with  fervor) : 
Such  patriotism!  It's  easy  to  see 
how  much  your  countrymen  get 
out  of  this  country. 

Incumbent  Number  Seven:  I'll 
say  it  is.  A  couple  of  billion  dol- 
lars, plus  accrued  interest. 

Chief  Justice  (coldly) :  We  are 
not  hearing  a  corporate  case  at 
present,  Mr.  Justice. 

New  Number  Two:  This  case 
here  has  body  enough  to  suit  me. 

Miss  Devere  (blushing)  :  Oh, 
monsieur!!  (New  Number  Two 
seems  suddenly  much  fascinated 
by  his  glass  of  water.) 

Defense  Attorney:  Now,  gentle- 
men, if  this  act  is  passed,  it  will 
mean  that  such  beautiful  and  tal- 
ented girls  as  Mademoiselle  Devere 
will  be  forbidden  to  come  to 
A^merica. 

Incumbent  Number  Eight: 
What  of  it? 

Chief  Justice:  You  are  pre- 
judiced, Mr.  Justice.  You  appar- 
ently prefer  brunettes. 

Incumbent  Number  Eight:  You 

are  a  gentleman,  Mr.  Chief  Justice. 

(The  Chief  Justice   smiles   and 

nods  his  thanks).   You  apparently 
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prefer  blondes.  (The  Chief  Justice 
frowns  and  adjusts  his  tie.) 

Defense  Attorney  (with  pas- 
sion): We  await  your  decision.  If 
you  rule  against  us,  the  burlesque 
must  go,  the  strip  tease  girl,  an 
artist  in  her  own  right,  will  lose 
her  art. 

New  Number  Six  (chuckling) : 
To  say  nothing  of  her  stage  attire. 

Defense  Attorney:  And  so,  in 
conclusion.   Your   Honors,   I   rest. 

Chief  Justice:  You  may  with- 
draw, Mr.  Attorney.  We  shall 
consider  the  evidence.  (Miss  De- 
vere  winks  coyly  at  the  Chief  Jus- 
tice and  hastens  to  adjust  a  garter.) 
Er,  ahum,  that  is,  I  meant  the  legal 
evidence. 

Miss  Devere  (in  sweet  confu- 
sion) :  Oh,  monsieur!  (The  ele- 
gance of  her  French  accent  must 
be  conveyed  in  this  phrase  by  the 
actress  playing  the  part,  because  it 
is  the  only  French  Miss  Devere 
speaks  throughout  the  play.) 

Chief  Justice  (after  a  long 
pause)  :  The  Justices  will  decide 
this  case.   Clear  the  court. 

Incumbent  Number  Five  (in  a 
low  voice)  :  But  the  President's 
secretary  is  sitting  in  the  rear. 

Chief  Justice:  I  reverse  my  deci- 
sion. We  shall  consider  the  legal 
phases  of  this  case. 

(The  audience  may  wonder  why 
the  Attorney  for  the  Prosecution 
has  not  been  given  his  chance  to 
speak.  However,  it  must  be  re- 
membered that  this  is  the  new  Su- 
preme Court.) 

Incumbent  Number  Six:  As  I 
see  it  .  .  . 

New  Number  Five:  What,  the 
legal  evidence? 

Incumbent  Number  Six:  Na- 
turally. 

New  Number  Five:  Not  natur- 
ally, my  dear  Mr.  Justice.  Every 
tree  has  a  limb,  but  not  every  limb 


is  so  well  formed  as  that  which  we 
have  had  to  consider. 

Chief  Justice  (ogling  Miss  De- 
vere) :  I  heartily  concur. 

New  Number  Four  (plaintive- 
ly) :  What  is  a  strip  tease  girl? 

Incumbent  Number  Two:  Why 
don't  you  put  your  spectacles  on? 

New  Number  Four:  I  can't  see 
any  better  with  them  on. 

Chief  Justice  (rapping  for  or- 
der) :  Gentlemen,  this  is  a  serious 
matter.  We  must  take  a  vote  to 
decide  on  it.  Shall  we  allow  for- 
eign entertainers  to  immigrate  to 
our  theatres? 

Incumbent  Number  Six:  You 
could  hardly  call  a  burlesque  show 
a  theatre. 

New  Number  Three  (with  in- 
sufficient respect  for  his  elders) : 
Why  don't  you  write  a  dissenting 
opinion  about  it? 

Incumbent  Number  Six:  I'll  let 
you  do  it  for  me.  You're  new  here, 
and  you  need  a  little  practise. 

Chief  Justice  (rapping  for  or- 
der) :  Gentlemen,  the  clerk  will 
call  the  roll  and  we  shall  vote. 
You  will  vote  either  I  approve  or 
I  oppose.   Mr.  Clerk,  proceed. 

Clerk  (calling  the  roll):  Justice 
A—. 

Incumbent  One:  I  approve. 

Clerk   (ditto):  Justice  B — . 

Incumbent  Two:   I  oppose. 

(The  roll  call  continues,  with 
Incumbent  Number  Eight  voting 
against,  the  Chief  Justice  in  favor, 
of  the  motion.) 

Chief  Justice  (as  the  clerk  be- 
gins on  the  new  Justices)  :  It  is 
now  five  to  four  in  favor. 

New  Number  Six  (forgetting 
himself) :  Five  to  four?  I'll  take 
Holyrood  in  the  sixth. 

Clerk  (calling)  Mr.  Justice  J — . 

New  Number  One:  I  oppose. 

(The  calling  continues  until 
only  the  New  Justice  Number 
Four  remains  to  cast  his  vote.  The 
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vote  is  seven  for  and  seven 
against.) 

The  Chief  Justice  (hoarsely, 
taking  another  glance  at  Miss  De- 
vere's  ankles)  :  You  realize  the  sol- 
emnity of  this  moment,  Mr.  Just- 
ice O— ? 

New  Justice  Number  Four 
(awakened  from  his  doze)  :  Huh? 

Chief  Justice  (in  some  agita- 
tion) :  Your  vote  will  decide  this 
all-important  question.  It  will  be 
recorded  for  all  times  on  our  dock- 
ets.   How  do  you  vote? 

Clerk  (calling)  :  Mr.  Justice 
O— . 

New  Justice  Number  Four 
(aroused  now  and  deep  in 
thought) :  Well,  I  .  .  . 

Chief  Justice  (bending  for- 
ward): It  is  the  duty  of  every 
Justice  to  consider  the  evidence 
(he  takes  a  last  forlorn  look  at 
Miss  Devere). 

New  Number  Four:  Well, 
frankly  speaking  .  .  . 

(The  courtroom  is  murmuring 
now  with  the  intense  excitement 
of  it  all.) 

Chief  Justice:  Yes?  Yes?  Yes? 
Your  vote  tells  the  story. 

New  Number  Four:  What  is  a 
strip  tease  girl? 

And  the  Cnvfaiu  Fidls  on  the 
Neil'  Supreme  Court. 

Dear  Lady  Lil: 

I    am    in    love   with    a    Siamese 
twin,  and  I  intend  to  marry  her. 
Do  you  think  this  a  good  idea? 
—Butch. 

Ans.:  If  you  marry  her,  you're 
headed  for  trouble.  Remember, 
the  grass  is  always  greener  on  the 
other  side  of  the  fence. 

— Voo  Doo. 

A  new  viewpoint:  It  isn't  the 
girl  that  counts.  It's  what  she 
stands  for. 

—Mis-A-Sip. 


PAGE     24 

A  ccrciin  senior  recently  moved 
to  a  secluded  house  of  his  own  oft' 
the  campus.  When  asked  if  he  had 
informed  his  parents  of  the  change 
of  address,  he  replied: 

"No,  but  they  won't  mmd. 
Mother  will  know  one  reason  why 
I  moved,  and  the  old  man  will 
know  both  of  them." 

— Chal>iirnil. 

Monday:  "No  thanks,  Bill,  I've 
sworn  oft  smoking." 

Tuesdav:  "Well,  I  might  as  well. 
I  lia\en't  had  one  since  Sunday 
evening,  and  one  can't  hurt  me." 

Wednc-iday:  "Thanks,  Bill.  I 
feel  like  a  chiseler  sponging  oft'  of 
you  this  wa\'  when  I  know  I  won't 
have  any  to  pay  \'ou  back  in  the 
future." 

— Voo  Duo. 
,< 

riie  mother  of  a  Kentucky 
mnuntaineer  famil\'  was  packmg 
her  scant  belongings  in  prepara- 
tion to  leaving  the  old  homestead. 
.■\  son  lumbered  into  the  room. 

'W  lie  re  \a  goin',  maw?"  he 
asked. 

""^'our  paw  traded  me  to  our 
neighbor   tor  a  horse.  " 

"W'al,  I  alius  said  paw  was  a 
good   business  man.  " 

— Punch  Bonl. 

I  lie  tiinsdnal  artist  had  done  a 
rather  brutal  job  on  the  young 
tellow,  chopping  his  hair  more 
than  actually  cutting  it,  and  also 
taking  a  ni|i  every  once  in  a  while 
out  ot  ilio  poor  chap's  ear.  When 
the  barlxr  had  completed  the 
havoc,  he  asked:  "Well,  how's 
thai?" 

"Oh,  (he  hair  is  all  right,"  the 
teiliiw  re|i|ied,  "but  please  go  over 
my  ears  once  again.  One  is  a  little 
shorter  than   the  other   now." 

— Punch  Bon]. 


Marion  J. — She  told  me  that 
you  told  her  the  secret  I  told  you 
not  to  tell  her. 

Betty  M. — The  mean  thing,  I 
told  her  not  to  tell  you  I  told  her. 

Marion  J.— Well,  don't  tell  her 
I  told  you  that  she  told  me. 

— Dreverd. 
■J* 

Indignant  Mamma:  "Are  you 
kissing  that  young  man,  Kay?" 

Kay:  "No,  mother,  I'm  only 
brushing  my  teeth  on  his  mous- 
tache." 

— Bat  fill  ion. 
■jx 

Date — Don't  you  want  to  kiss 
me?    Don't  I  appeal  to  you? 

Boy — It  isn't  that  —  I  just 
haven't  been  able  to  spit  out  this 
gum  yet. 

— Dreverd. 

Song  of  the  Coed  Transfer,  in 
Complete  Disillusionment 
Why  did  I  leave  heaven? 

What  brought  me  down  so  low? 
What's  here  at  N.  U. 

To  value  so? 
Why  did  I  change  heaven 

For  all  these  earthly  men? 
What  do  I  find  at  N.  U. 

That  I  didn't  have  then? 
Since  I've  been  here 

There's  no  room  for  doubt — 
All  the  men  here 

I  could  do  without — 
I  am  only  human 

But  these  are  so  much  less — 
Why  did  I  leave  heaven? 

Dumb,  I  guess. 

— Buccaneer. 

Co-ed:  "We  must  be  getting 
home.  .  .  .  We  girls  are  out  after 
hours." 

Soph:  "We're  out  after  ours, 
too." 

~Mis-A-Sip. 


PURPLE    PARROT 

"Honey,"  she  asked,  "you  don't 
mind  if  I  wear  serge  instead  of 
georgette,  do  you?" 

"No,  Darling,"  he  answered, 
"I'll  love  you  through  thick  or 
thin!" 

— Exchange. 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  Have  a 
cigarette? 

Elderly  Woman:  What?  Smoke 
a  cigarette?  I'd  rather  kiss  the  first 
man  that  came  along. 

S.  Y.  T.:  So  would  I,  but  have 
a  cigarette  while  we're  waiting. 

— Frivol. 

"Petting"  Urged  in  College  Talk 
Austin,  Tex. — Dr.  Walter  Stone 
of  Nashville,  Tenn.,  today  told 
students  of  the  University  of 
Texas  they  should  practice  petting. 
"Social  life,"  said  Dr.  Stone,  an 
official  of  the  American  Associa- 
tion of  Leisure  Time  Education, 
"must  be  learned,  including  man- 
ners, sociability  and  courtship." 

— United  Press  Dispatch. 
J* 

Two  people  happened  to  be 
walking  along  a  road  together. 
One  was  a  young  woman,  the 
other  a  handsome  farmer  lad.  The 
farmer  lad  was  carrying  a  large 
kettle  on  his  back,  holding  a 
chicken  in  one  hand,  a  cane  in  the 
other  and  leading  a  goat.  They 
came  to  a  dark  ravine. 

Said  she:  "I'm  afraid  to  walk 
through  here  with  you.  You  might 
try  to  kiss  me." 

Said  he:  "How  could  I,  with  all 
these  things  to  carry?" 

Said  she:  "Well,  you  might 
stick  the  cane  in  the  ground,  tie 
the  goat  to  it,  and  put  the  chicken 
under  the  kettle." 

She  had  gone  to  college. 

—Bored  Walk. 
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(Continued  from  page  5) 
more  one  dollar  weekend  evenings 
around  here.  We  hope  that  the 
result  proved  satisfactory  to  the 
girls  of  the  bastile  by  boosting 
them  socially. 

Today  we  scoured  the  place 
looking  for  new  angles  on  the 
project  which  should  make  Fran- 
cis turn  over  in  her  grave.  We 
found  them.  Of  course,  we  realize 
that  the  spot  will  be  on  a  safe  and 
sane  sodapop  basis,  as  its  name  im- 
plies, but  Lord,  a  casino  in  Wil- 
lard! 

Rumor  has  it  that  the  room 
which  has  been  decorated  in  mod- 
ernistic style  and  converted  into 
a  swing  joint  is  the  very  one  in 
which  the  initial  meeting  of  that 
grand  old  order,  the  W.C.T.U., 
was  held.  What  history  making 
epochs  those  walls  have  seen. 

On  one  of  these  venerable  walls, 
we  found  a  plaque,  an  ivory  col- 
ored thing  with  a  gold  inscription 
which  read: 

"In  memory  of  Mrs.  Lydia 
Hayes  Waugh,  who  died  follow- 
ing twelve  years  service  as  a  mis- 
sionary in  India,  this  is  dedicated 
by  the  graduating  class  of  North- 
western College  for  Females." 

The  plaque  has  since  been  taste- 
fully covered  with  a  mural  de- 
picting a  romantic  moonlit  scene. 

We  cannot  vouch  for  the  exact 
wording  of  the  plaque,  for,  catch- 
ing us  with  notebook  and  pencil 
before  it.  Miss  Betty  Keppler, 
promoter  of  the  spa,  broke  our 
pencil  and  threw  us  bodily  from 
the  room. 

MORE  THEATRE 
We  seem  to  be  going  very  thea- 
trical this  time.  Maybe  it's  the 
effect  of  the  coming  Waa-Mu 
show.  Anyway,  we  have  been  so 
deeply  impressed  by  some  of  the 
pictures  w^e  have  seen   downtown 


lately  that  we  cannot  forbear  re- 
viewing some  of  them.  Perhaps 
it  is  the  George  Jean  Nathan  com- 
ing out  in  us. 

The  particular  attractions  which 
caught  our  eye  are  those  running 
currently  at  the  Sportland  Arcade 
on   South  State  street. 

At  prices  far  below  those  usual 
at  Loop  theatres,  the  Sportland 
offers  a  variety  of  gripping,  thrill- 
ing, spicy  dramas  one  would  go 
far  to  equal.  We  will  confine  this 
review    to   the    one   cent    features. 

Perhaps  the  most  involved  plot 
and  the  one  most  artistically  un- 
folded is  in  "Tarzan  and  his 
Mate."    This  is  a  four  star  picture. 

As  the  show  opens,  Tarzan  is 
seen  sitting  beside  his  mate,  a  gor- 
geous creature  dressed  in  a  leopard 
skin.  Tarzan  is  pretending  to 
look  at  a  snake  which  is  lying  be- 
tween them,  but  the  skunk  is 
really  looking  at  the  girl.  He  con- 
tinues this  sly  deception  through- 
out, attempting  to  maneuver  him- 
self into  a  position  to  steal  a  kiss 
from  the  heroine. 

His  evil  design  succeeds  in  the 
end,  and  as  the  picture  closes,  he 
clasps  her  in  his  arms. 

The  acting  of  this  is  superb. 
The  only  fault  lies  in  the  conclu- 
sion which  is  weak.  The  moral, 
"You  can  never  tell  which  is  the 
snake  in  the  grass,"  should  have 
been  more  firmly  driven  home  by 
a  scene  depicting  the  heroine  slap- 
ping Tarzan's  face.  Nevertheless, 
it  approaches  the  perfect  in  art. 

"Through  the  French  Win- 
dows," we  give  three  stars.  It  falls 
short  of  the  other  in  that  the 
action  lags.  The  opening  scene 
shows  a  young  lady  in  lingerie 
standing  before  the  windows  un- 
aware that  the  shades  are  up.  The 
film  is  built  around  her  naive  ig- 
norance of  this.  Slowly  the  star 
disrobes,  and  just  as  she  is  about  to 


remove  the  last  of  her  this  and 
thatties,  she  finds,  to  her  dismay, 
that  the  shades  have  been  up  all  of 
the  time.  In  a  last  desperate  effort 
to  save  her  self  respect,  she  draws 
the  curtains,  thus  closing  the 
show.  Showing  that  virtue  ever 
will  win,  this  production  is  a 
powerful  piece  of  work. 

Another  three  star  film, 
"Through  the  Key  Hole,"  is  sim- 
ilar in  theme  to  "Through  the 
French  Windows,"  except  that 
the  action  takes  place  in  the  hero- 
ine's bath. 

Perhaps  the  most  fascinating 
from  a  standpoint  of  sheer  sus- 
pense is  "Flame."  The  star  ap- 
pears, scantily  clad,  beside  a  rich- 
ly ornamented  curtain  suspended 
from  the  ceiling  of  a  lavishly  fur- 
nished room.  She  keeps  pretend- 
ing that  she  is  going  to  disappear 
behind  the  curtain,  but  she  never 
does  until  the  final  scene.  This 
role  calls  for  the  widest  range  of 
dramatic  ability  of  any  of  the 
Sportland's  hits.  During  the  devel- 
opment, the  star  is  called  upon  to 
go  through  the  same  actions  many 
times.  She  handles  the  part  with 
the  utmost  skill,  putting  fresh- 
ness and  variety  into  each  fake, 
and  the  audience  is  held  in  rapt 
attention  from  beginning  to  end. 

We  hesitate  to  pick  even  a  few 
minor  flaws  in  this  near  perfect 
bill,  but  we  feel  that  we  must. 
The  picture  which  we  find  fault 
with  is  "Lady  Godiva,"  an  his- 
torical film.  Most  of  the  historic 
details  were  introduced  compet- 
ently, but  the  star  wore  a  thick, 
white  veil  of  some  rare  oriental 
weave.  Now,  we  realize  that  the 
actresses'  hair  might  not  have  been 
long  enough  to  cover  her,  but 
can't  the  producers  afford  to  buy 
wigs?  Secondly  there  was  no 
horse. 

If    we    are    expected    to    enjoy 
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historical  pictures,  it  is  not  too 
much  to  ask  that  we  be  given  true 
historical    facts   and   settings. 

Other  pictures  which  deserve 
honorable  mention  are  "Embar- 
rassment," "Moonlight,"  "The 
(■armer's  Daughter,"  and  "One 
More   Kiss." 

She  was  planning  her  part  in  the 
trial  with  her  father  and  lawyer. 
The\  had  arranged  everything 
(hat  she  was  to  say,  drilled  her  in 
iiow  she  was  to  act,  and  now  she 
was  telling  them  what  she'd  wear. 

"I'll  wear  a  slinky,  black,  form- 
tutmg  dress,  d)e  my  hair  blonde, 
paint  up  as  brightly  as  I  can,  put 
on  some  sensuous  perfume,  cross 
my  legs  as  revealingly  as  I  can,  and 
chew  .\nd  smoke  as  much  as  they'll 
let  me  in  court." 

Her  father,  a  staid  old  minister, 
objected.  "But,  dear,  I  can't  let 
you  go  like  that.  You'll  look  aw- 
fully hard." 

Carelessly  she  replied:  "Maybe. 
But  so  will  the  jury." 

— Sniped. 

He  closed  the  car  door  quietly 
and  would  have  shouted  for  joy, 
but  the  attractive  feminine  figure 
beside  him  rei)uired  all  his  atten- 
tion. He  could  still  hardly  believe 
that  at  last  she  was  alone  with 
him.  The  soft  light  of  the  moon 
filtered  through  on  her  face,  re- 
vealing her  superb  profile.  His 
lu-art  stood  still.  She  was  beauti- 
tul.  Rays  of  moonlight  played  on 
her  golden  hair,  set  off  the  white- 
ness of  her  skin  with  the  tinge  of 
color  in  her  cheeks.  She  was  de- 
sirable, almost  beyond  endurance. 
Her  limpid  blue  eyes  looked  to- 
wards him  in  an  inviting  manner; 
and  her  crimson  lips,  slightly  part- 
ed, beckoned  him.  His  body 
stiffened  slightly,  then  relaxed, 
and  as  he  pressed  his  lips  to  hers, 


his  thoughts  were  drowned  in  a 
wave  of  emotion.  Breathing  deep- 
ly, he  released  her,  and  suddenly 
felt  the  impact  of  an  angry  hand 
across  his  face. 

Sadder  and  wiser,  he  went  into 
the  dance  murmuring,  "I'll  have 
to  stop  believing  those  stories  in 
College  Humor." 

—Widow. 
.«« 

Really  Delicious 
A  famous  sandwich  of  most  res- 
taurants   is    one   contrived    in    the 
following  manner: 

'-J   piece  of  cold  left-over  lamb, 

chopped  up. 
'  J   piece   of   any   kind   of  dish- 
ware,  ground  real  fine. 
1    teaspoonful    of    mayonnaise 

scraped  up  off  the  floor. 
3   chef's  fingernails. 
1   healthy  sneeze. 

1  piece    of    lettuce    some    one 
ignored  at  lunch. 

2  pieces  of  stale  bread. 

The  name  printed  on  menus  is 
"chicken  salad  sandwich." 

— Punch  Bowl. 

II  y  a  ein  tavern  in  der  stadt, 

Eet  la,  mein  lieber  gets  him   hot, 

gets  him  hot, 
Et  boit  son  vin  multo  cum  hotcha 
Und  nefer,  nefer  denkt  a  moi. 
Sei  gesund,  il  me  faut  vois  quitter; 
Do  not  let  the  partin  git  thee 
Nam  amicus  optimus  opertet  part, 
Sholom   aleychem   mes,   mes   amis, 
Je  ne  peux  hang  around  and  mess 

with  thee,  mess  with  thee 
Appendam    mein    chapeau    auf    a 

weinend  willow  baum, 
Und  gris  die  mamma  und  tatte  in 


PURPLE    PARROT 

How  to  Get  Your  Guests  to  Leave 

Look  at  your  watch,  and  at  the 
same  time  shake  it  violently,  say- 
ing so  everyone  can  hear:  "My,  it 
must  have  stopped  at  a  quarter 
past  one!" 

Stretch  out  on  the  couch  and 
pretend  you're  asleep.  Five  out  of 
ten  will  catch  on  to  this  one. 

Bring  a  wash  basin  and  tooth- 
brush into  the  living-room  and 
begin  cleaning  your  teeth. 

Get  up  and  suggest  that  every 
one  join  in  a  chorus  of  "Home, 
Sweet  Home." 

Leave  the  room  for  a  few  min- 
utes and  when  you  return  tell  your 
guests  that  the  electric  company 
just  'phoned  and  said  that  it  would 
have  to  shut  off  the  electricity  in 
ten  minutes  because  of  a  breakage 
in  the  power  plant. 

Cup  your  hand  to  your  ear  and 
remark:  "By  gosh,  I  think  I  can 
hear  the  milkman!" 

Just   say,   "Get   the   hell  out   of 


>i" 


-Buccaneer. 


die  ha 


aym. 


— Spectator. 


\\"e  wanted  to  get  in  a  crack 
or  two  at  these  damned  electric 
razors,  but  it's  too  late  now. 

See  you  at  the  show. 


Gal  (in  movies):  Bill,  some- 
one's fooling  with  my  knee. 

Bill:  It's  me,  babe,  and  I'm  not 
foolin'. 

—Widow. 

Little  Willie  went  for  a  ride 
On  the  coldest  winter's  day; 
Little  Willie  had  by  his  side 
A  lass  quite  charming  and  gay. 
Out  in  the  rumble  Aunt  Susabelle 
Sat  in  the  cold  and  chilly  breeze. 
Quoth    Little    Willie:    "What    the 

hell! 
It's  fun  to  see  my  anti-freeze!" 
—Tiger. 

The  seven  ages  of  a  woman — the 
infant,  the  little  girl,  the  miss,  the 
young  woman,  the  young  woman, 
the  young  woman. 

— Miss-A-Sip. 
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Police  Chief:  "Now  regarding 
this  great  diamond  robbery  that 
occurred  in  the  dressing  room  of 
the  Follies'  chorus  girls,  when  you 
went  back  stage  to  investigate, 
what  was  the  first  thing  that 
caught  your  eye?" 

Detective:  "Why — I — Er — no- 
ticed at  once  that  all  the  drawers 
had  been  pulled  from  the  dress- 
ers. 

— Miss-A-Sip. 
J* 

They  call  her  opportunity  be- 
cause she  necks  but  once. 

—Log. 

He — Have  a  cigarette? 
She — Sir,  are  you  trying  to  in- 
sult me?    I  am  the  mother  of  five 
children. 

He — Oh,  in  that  case,  have  a 
cigar. 

—Rice  Owl. 
at 

"Young  man,  as  you're  a  suitor 
for  my  daughter's  hand,  I'd  like  to 
know  something  about  your  fam- 
ily." 

"Well,   I   know   very   little,   sir, 

except      that      my      father      was 

drowned   in   the   'Titanic'    disaster 

on  his  way  over  to  marry  mother." 

— Punch  Bowl. 

"Well,  this  is  your  house, 
Mary." 

"Yes,  Peter,  and  I've  had  a  love- 
ly evening." 

"Did  you  really  enjoy  yourself, 
Mary?" 

"Oh,  it  was  divine!" 

"I'm  glad." 

"Why,  Peter—?" 

"Oh,  I'm  always  glad  if  you 
enjoy  yourself,  because — because 
you're  so  lovely,  Mary." 

"Oh,  Peter,  you're  just  saying 
nice  things." 

"No,  Mary,  I  honestly  mean  it, 


and,    uh — uh — may    I    hold    your 
hand  while  I  say  this?" 

"Of  course,  Peter." 

"Mary,  you're  adorable — and — 
uh — I'm  so  awfully  in  love  with 
you,  Mary — ." 

"Peter — darling!" 

"Sweetheart!" 

"Oh,      Peter,     I've     waited 
long." 

"Dear,  will  you  marry  me?" 

"Yes,  Peter." 

"And  be  my  own  forever?" 

"Forever." 

"Well,  good  night.  Guess  I'll 
be  going." 

"What!!  Going  now,  Peter 
after—?" 

"Oh,  sure.  I  forgot  to  tell  ya. 
I  didn't  really  mean  all  that  stuff. 
It  was  for  this  week's  assignment 
in  Courtship  207." 

— Rcscric  Red  Cat. 

We  know  of  one  co-ed  who  was 
cured  of  that  cute  little  habit  of 
coyly  injecting  an  "r"  sound  into 
each  word. 

Male  (over  phone) :  "Hello, 
cutie." 

Co-ed:  "'Why,  PhiUurp,  when 
did  you  get  back?" 

Male:  '"Just  a  while  ago.  Say, 
how  about  a  date  tonight,  kid? 
What  are  you  doing?" 

Co-ed   (coyly) :  "Nurthin'." 

Male:  "Gosh,  excuse  me.  I  didn't 
know." 

— Masqucrader. 

Prof. — Brown. 

Voice — Here. 

Prof. — I  don't  see  Brown.  Who 
answered  for  him. 

Voice — I  did.  I  thought  you 
called  my  name. 

Prof. — What  is  your  name? 

Voice— Stevenoplotski. 

— Chaparral. 


DIRTY  WORK  AT 
THE  crossroads/ 


...then  he  switched 
to  the  brand  of 
grand  aroma 


A  SOUPY  PIPE  plus  strong  tobacco 
.  will  K.  O.  any  copper.  All 
niolorists  snouid  use  pipe  cleaners  reg- 
ularly and  smoke  only  a  certain  niilu 
fragrant  mixture.  Like  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh?  Uh-liuli.  Sir  Walter  is  a  grand 
combination  of  well-aged  Kentucky 
Burley  leaf  that  burns  cool,  slow,  while 
giving  off  a  delightful  aroma.  This 
easicr-on-tne-tongue  brand  has  be- 
come a  leader  in  a  few  short  years 
because  it  really  hits  the  mildness  that 
pipe  lovers  since  Adam  have  patiently 
sought.  Test  it  in  your  triar. 


FREE  booklet  tells  how  to  make 
your  old  pipe  laste  better,  sweeter; 
how  to  break  in  a  new  pipe. Write 
lor  copy  today.  Brown  &  William- 
6on  Tobacco  Corporation,  Louis- 
ville, Kentucky,  Dept.  W-73. 


TUNE    IN     iACK    PEARL     (BARON    MUNCHAUSEN) 
NBC  BLUE  NE'nVORK,  MONDAYS  9:30  P.M.,  E.S.T. 
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(Continued  from  page  1 1  ) 
thinks  of  Lionel  Wiggmn,  whom 
the  University  publicist  has  sub- 
jected to  the  most  ungracious  title 
i)t  "The  paper-hanging  Poet."  But 
she  is  not  alone  in  her  flippancy 
.  .  .  no  sir  .  .  .  W'iggy  has  the 
whim-whams  too.  ...  So  much  so 
[hat  he  would  break  even  an  ap- 
pointment with  his  publisher  to 
spend  a  tew  short  hours  with  her. 
.  .  .  And  they  are  plenty  short  at 
Willard  Hail,  too  ...  so  they  tell 
me.  .  .  .  Well,  best  of  luck,  kid- 
dies! 

it  Bii/h-  iouiiscnd  should  lose 
her  way  on  tlie  stage  at  Waa-Mu 
opening,  it  can  all  be  traced  back 
to  'I'ale.  .  .  .  Seems  the  little  K. 
K.  G.  kid  had  a  chance  to  take  in 
the  Locksmiths'  Junior  brawl,  and 
was  she  glad.  .  .  .  Awfully  happ)', 
SI)  tliey  say.  .  .  .  Couldn't  get  the 
whole  story  straight,  but  a  good 
time  was  had  by  all  .  .  .  and  she 
missed   three  rehearsals  to  do  it. 

The  prize  of  the  month  ...  a 
gold-plated  toothpick  to  tit  all 
sizes  of  Western  Teeth  (Those 
with  "wide-open  spaces")  goes  to 
'.he  Kapp.i  Kiddies  for  their  yeo- 
man work  ot  ridding  east  quad  of 
various  insects  zoologically  classi- 
fied under  the  Greek  phylum  of 
Sigma  Chi.  .  .  .  Thank  you,  gals. 
...  It  seems  the  Sigs  ha\e  sung 
that  sweetheart  song  a  little  too 
much  and  when  they  attempted  to 
sing  to  the  Kappas,  a  bucket  of 
water  by  A(.  /..  \'auce  practically 
washed  them  awav.  .  .  .  Nice  goin', 
gals.  .  .  .  It's  spirit  like  that  that 
makes  your  aunty  feel  like  slayin' 
on  a  few  years  at  the  old  institu- 
tion. 

The  choice  bit  of  the  month  con- 
cerns an  old  heart-breaker  of  Phi 
Delta  Theta  .  .  .  And)  McBiooiii. 
■  ■  .  Yes,  indeed,  gals,  someone 
has  caught  up  with  iiim  and  my 
what  a   loveiv   ride.  .  .  .  The  little 


gal  that  is  doing  the  deed  answers 
prettily  to  the  name  of  Edifb 
Diistinaii  and  hangs  her  hat  and 
stuff  in  the  old  Gimme  Five  lodge. 
.  .  .  She  has  Andy's  sword  and 
shield  which  identifies  him  to  the 
world  as  a  member  of  that  great 
brotherhood  of  Phi  Delta  .  .  .  de- 
rived from  Phidelity  or  fidelity. 
.  .  .  But  she  isn't  doing  right  by 
him.  .  .  .  She  met  a  skater  .  .  .  Eric 
.  .  .  who  bought  her  a  diamond 
and  placed  it  on  the  fork  hand, 
fourth  finger  from  the  left  above 
the  customary  second  joint.  .  .  . 
When  she  started  out  with  Andy 
she  had  it  on  the  right.  .  .  .  One 
evening  he  coyly  asked  her  to  wear 
it  on  the  left  for  him.  .  .  .  Gladly 
she  assented.  .  .  .  Now  they  are 
both  happy  .  .  .  yes  they  are.  .  .  . 
Little  Andy  has  even  got  to  the 
point  where  he  shadows  her.  .  .  . 
My,  what  a  strange  role  for  a 
heart-breaker.  .  .  .  Oh,  well! 

A  column  wouldn't  be  complete 
without  mention  of  Theta's  Wiley 
and  Fie  Sigh's  McMike.  .  .  .  Ac- 
cording to  best  sources  at  Madison 
she  is  supposed  to  be  sworn  to  the 
son  of  a  Dr.  Brigg's.  .  .  .  Rings  or 
pins  or  something  along  that  line. 
.  .  .  Mike  has  some  other  strings 
out,  too,  and  we  understand  that 
they  are  supposed  to  be  a  bit 
stronger  than  local  affiliations.  .  .  . 
Anyway,  he  is  content,  now  that 
he  has  moved  into  the  Phi  Psi  tene- 
ment at  Garrett  Bib  school.  .  .  . 
By  the  way  I  heard  from  the  boys 
you  have  a  swell  sister.  ...  I  won- 
der who  that  could  be. 

The  Evanston  Fiospital  was 
thrown  into  consternation  some 
time  ago  by  the  Phi  Gams  pledge, 
Jobii  Sc/jiieppe.  .  .  .  Seems  little 
Johnny  joined  up  with  the  school 
ward  when  all  the  flu  was  aoine 
the  rounds.  .  .  .  But  it  got  awful 
lonesome  in  his  little  cell  so  he 
took  a  little  trip.  .  .  .  To  the  next 


floor  above  and  who  should  he 
run  across,  but  ]an  Wagner  of  the 
Theta  Neophytes  .  .  .  alone,  but 
with  an  empty  bed,  which  Johnny 
promptly  occupied.  ...  A  nurse 
breezed  into  the  room  and  asked  if 
there  was  anything  needed,  but 
John  said  nothing  and  asked  that 
the  lights  be  turned  off.  .  .  .  Later 
in  going  over  the  charts  of  the 
rooms  she  suddenly  realized  that 
the  voice  that  answered  her  query 
should  not  have  been  of  the  mascu- 
line gender.  .  .  .  She  hurriedly  re- 
traced her  steps,  flashed  on  the 
lights,  and  summoned  the  head 
nurse.  .  .  .  Everything  was  found 
to  be  in  good  shape,  and  the  two 
were  just  conversing  ...  so  they 
sent  John  back  to  his  room.  .  .  . 
Can't  have  any  fun,  any  place, 
any  more. 

Charity  Ball  brought  a  few 
good  stories  to  the  front.  .  .  .  One 
concerning  Yic  Hanson  was  espe- 
cially good  ...  or  should  I  say 
typical.  .  .  .  Yie  got  the  inside  on 
the  balloting  here  at  N.  U.  for  the 
beauty  queen  representative  .  .  . 
when  he  found  that  Kayo  Pope, 
D.G.,  was  practically  assured  of 
it,  he  called  immediately  for  a  date 
with  her.  .  .  .  My  goodness,  I  cer- 
tainly hope  that  he  hasn't  slipped 
in  his  popularity  so  far  that  some- 
one else  will  have  to  restore  it.  .  .  . 
And  to  think  just  a  few  short 
months  ago  ...  he  was  raising  girls 
to  the  pinnacle  of  social  promi- 
nence by  taking  them  out.  .  .  . 
Anyway,  she  said  she  had  a  date. 
.  .  .  And  later  "showed"  with 
Bushy  Boger,  Sigma  Nu. 

Tommy  Dunlap,  of  the  Fiji 
tribe,  is  having  lots  of  fun  chasing 
Paf  habeas.  Gamma  Phi  young- 
ster. .  .  .  She  calls  him  Tom,  any- 
way, which  is  a  lot  more  than  a 
lot  of  girls  will  do.  ...  It  is  often 
a  consolation  to  one  at  times  they 
tell  me.  .  .  .  "Well,  hang  in  there. 
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Tom,  I  wouldn't  be  a  bit  surprised 
if  you  had  a  point  there.  .  .  .  And 
a  word  of  advice  to  Patty.  .  .  . 
That  hammock  they  talk  about  is 
big  enough  for  three  or  four,  so 
keep  an  eye  on  him  and  don't  let 
him  run  around  with  the  other 
little  gals. 

Steve  Reid,  Wrangler,  has  taken 
over  the  social  movement  of  the 
brotherhood  and  has  both  feet 
planted  firmly  in  the  Delta  Gamma 
house.  .  .  .  Little  Alice  Biirry  is  the 
gal  who  tries  to  keep  out  from 
under  them.  .  .  .  She  has  his  gold 
football  .  .  .  one  of  the  five  .  .  . 
and  everything  is  hunkydory.  .  .  . 
He  brought  brother  Don  NcUiiis 
into  the  D.  G.  social  world  with 
a  sister  who  answers  to  Elaine 
Hutchins.  .  .  .  Yet  there  seems  to 
be  no  change  in  his  present  tend- 
ency to  gargle  heavily.  You  never 
can  tell.  .  .  .  Elaine  is  the  life  of 
the  party  .  .  .  but  never  the  same 
party. 

Then  we  must  confess  that  the 
little  incident  of  Your  Gal  Thurs- 
day falling  is  always  good.  .  .  . 
Joan  Hoff,  Kappa  freshman,  was 
unfortunate  enough  to  step  before 
the  Delt  badge  of  Jerry  Elaiiigan, 
reputed  dirt  monger  of  the  north 
quads.  .  .  .  Well,  Jerry,  you  made 
a  wonderful  choice  .  .  .  and  as  for 
you,  Joan  .  .  .  God  bless  you  and 
help  you.  .  .  .  That  boy  at  home  is 
probably  a  better  bet. 

The  Alpha  Phi  freshman  pulled 
a  good  one  on  the  marrying  sister- 
hood. .  .  .  The  actives  insist  on 
keeping  a  little  chart  on  their  ex- 
tra curricular  activities  ...  so  one 
of  them  ups  and  steals  the  thing. 
.  .  .  The  actives  raised  the  custom- 
ary Ned  .  .  .  must  say  ned  because 
you  know  the  Phis  ...  so  the  ac- 
tives put  the  chart  back  up  .  .  . 
but  with  the  actives'  names  in- 
serted over  theirs.  ...  It  was  great 
fun,    but    they    couldn't    get    the 


[,.  ETCETCAND  IT 
ALMOST  TOOK.  (VV""/ 

(6R.EA,TH  AWAY.   ^ 


HER.E5  JOMETHING  THAT  WILL 
lTAia\0UR.5R.EATH  AWAY 
EVEN!   AFTERs    an   ONION 
5AMDWlCHyv.   LIFE 

JAVEW! 


MORAL 


Everybody's  breath 
offends  sometimes.,  let 
CRYST-0-MINT  save  yours  after 
eating,  smoking  and  drinking 


joke  when  the  black  marks  were 
opposite  their  own  names  for  neck- 
ing, parking,  and  some  of  the 
other  sedan  sports. 

This  and  that  .  .  .  Dord  Shaw, 
Theta,  is  playing  the  field  against 
a  Dixon  boy  .  .  .  my  goodness  .  .  . 
Moose  Wells,  Sig,  claims  he  came 
over  to  the  commerce  school  for 
a  pipe  course  after  four  years  in 
geology  .  .  .  the  crust.  .  .  .  Ed  Yan 
Dyne  had  everybody  fooled  at  the 
ball  ...  so  much  so  that  he  looked 
a  little  confused  himself.  .  .  . 
Marge  Kelly  has  been  seeing  an 
awful  lot  of  Josh  O'Dane.  .  .  . 
Theta's  must  be  bound  to  Fiji's 
somehow  .  .  .  Wonder  what  Jackie 
Kneip  sees  in  the  Wranglers  Fritz 
Kaiimanns  .  .  .  maybe  it's  a  D°'ta 
Gamma  complex.  .  .  .  Doftic  Mor- 
rill of  the  Kappa  tribe  has  taken 
the  glassware  of  a  lucky  young 
gent  .  .  .  nice  going,  kid  .  .  .  and 


lots  of  luck  to  you  .  .  .  but  keep 
Bertiaiix  away  from  him.  .  .  .  We 
were  all  wrong  about  Minschin 
and  Clark  .  .  .  the  Pi  Phi  is  content 
with  him  despite  the  fact  he  is  a 
D.  U.  .  .  .  I  wonder  if  Sally  New- 
ton could  be  holding  back  any- 
thing? .  .  .  That  is  from  general 
information. 

Well,  little  palsies,  I  must  toddle 
off  .  .  .  don't  forget  the  show.  .  .  . 
And  then  there  is  always  the  story 
about  the  little  girl  who  said, 
"Who  said  you  could  kiss  me  like 
that?"  .  .  .  and  the  httle  Phi  Psi 
said,  "All  the  brothers."  .  .  . 
Toodle-oo.  you  mugs. 

The  chaperone  said,  "Let  there 
be  light!"  and  there  was  light. 

The  party  girl  said,  "Let  there 
be  darkness!"  and  there  was  heat. 

— Lyre. 
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ADVICE  FO'  WIMMIN 

Picture  a  man  about  six  feet  two. 

With  eyes  of  a  blasphemous  bou- 
doir blue, 

With  black  magic  hair  of  disturb- 
ing hue, 

And   profile   that   shrieks   "Holly- 
wood!" at  \-ou  .  .  . 

Picture    a    man    with    mi    Esquire 
flair. 

With    a    scintillant    what-che-hell- 
ian  air. 

With    a    brain    that    an    Einstein 
would  gladly  share, 

And   plenty   of  lucre   for   two   to 
spare. 

Picture  this  guy   with  no  more  to 

do 
Than    spending    his    time    and    his 

dough  for  two. 
Picture     this    devil     in     love    with 

you — 
— Picture    it,    toots,    for    that's    all 
\ou'll  do. 

— Exc/jiiiigi'. 
J« 

Powischill  sa\'s — We've  had  so 
man)'  messes  in  our  family  that 
we  have  a  mop  on  our  coat  of 
arms. 

— DnwcrJ. 


Wife — I^o  \()u  object  to  the 
way  I  danced  on  the  table? 

Hubby — Yea.  How  did  you  ex- 
pect me  to  sleep  with  all  that 
racket  going  on  over  my  head? 

— lL\chitngc. 

Scene:   A  street  corner. 

Characters:    Two  guys. 

First  Guy:  Did  you  ever  see  a 
volcano? 

Second  Clu)-:   What's  that? 

I'irst  Guy:  Well,  a  volcano  is  a 
thing  thai  snorts  and  belches. 

Second  Guy:  See  i>ne!  1  married 
one. 

— Siren. 


A  soldier  went  to  his  colonel 
and  asked  for  leave  to  go  home  to 
help  his  wife  with  the  spring  clean- 
ing. 

"I  don't  like  to  refuse  you," 
said  the  colonel,  "but  I've  just  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  your  wife 
saying  that  you  are  no  use  around 
the  house." 

The  soldier  saluted  and  turned 
to  go.  At  the  door  he  stopped  and 
remarked: 

"Colonel,  there  are  two  people 
in  this  regiment  who  handle  the 
truth  loosely  and  I  am  one  of 
them.  I'm  not  married." 

— AwgiL'cvi. 
■.^ 

A  young  mother,  having  had 
very  little  time  to  get  to  a  hos- 
pital, gave  birth  to  a  child  on  the 
hospital  lawn.  The  father  was 
greatly  chagrined  upon  receiving  a 
bill  marked  "Receiving  room  and 
maternity  ward,  $160."  Greatly 
upset  he  wrote  to  the  authorities, 
carefully  explaining  that  he  did 
not  have  to  pay  this  fee  because  of 
the  child's  being  born  on  the 
lawn. 

Several  days  later  he  received  a 

new     bill     marked     "Green     fees, 

$120." 

— Exchange. 
^* 

Rastus:  Brutha  president,  we 
needs  a  cuspidor. 

President      of      the      Eight-Ball 

Club:    I    appoints   Brother   Brown 

as  cuspidor. 

— Watangiui. 
•J* 

The  young  bachelor  was  asked 
which  he  thought  were  happier: 
people  who  were  married  or  people 
who  were  not. 

"Well,  I  don't  know,"  he  re- 
plied, "sometimes  I  think  there  is 
as  many  as  is  that  ain't,  as  ain't 
that  is." 

—Log. 
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"Thanks  for  returning  my  let- 
ters. Sorry  I  can't  return  yours, 
but  I  garbaged  them  last  Tuesday 
afternoon  with  the  other  trash 
that  would  remind  me  of  you." 
—Mm-A-Sip. 
J* 

THREE  WAYS  TO  END  A 
DINNER  CONVERSATION 

1.  Ask  the  lady  on  your  right 
if  she's  married.  Should  she  say, 
"Yes,"  ask  her  if  she  has  any  chil- 
dren. If  she  says  "no,"  ask  her  how 
she  does  it. 

2.  Ask  the  lady  on  your  left  if 
she's  married.  If  she  says,  "no," 
ask  her  if  she  has  any  children. 

3.  Ask  the  lady  across  from  you 
if  she  has  any  children.  If  she  says 
"yes,"  ask  her  if  she's  married. 

— Punch  Bold. 

"Professor,  do  you  think  it's 
right  for  me  to  sit  on  your  lap 
when  you  explain  your  theory  of 
reincarnation?" 

"Why  not?  We  only  live  once." 
— Colgate  Baiiiey. 

"I  couldn't  see  my  way  clear  to 
propose  to  you  at  that  wild  party 
last  night." 

"What  stood  in  your  way?" 
"Four  pink  elephants,  two  green 
snakes  and  a  flying  dragon." 

— Clippings. 

"Nu-umber,  please?" 

"University  shix  hunnertshev- 
enty  sheven." 

"That's  the  number  you're  call- 
ing from,  sir." 

"Yeah.  Wanna  give  myself  a 
fight  talk." 


-Growler. 


•.< 


"Do  you  think  I  have  poise  on 
the  dance  floor?" 

"Man,   you'd   poison   any   dance 
floor." 

— So  lUhwe  stern. 
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FOR  YOUR  HOUSE  PARTY 
Mr regrets  ex- 
ceedingly   his    deplorable    conduct 

while  a  guest  at  your 

on    and   humbly 

craves  your  pardon  for  the  breach 

of  etiquette  checked. 

.  .    Striking  host  with  bottle. 

.  .    Spanking  female  guests. 

.  .    Inebriation. 

.  .    Excessive  destructure  of  furni- 
ture. 

.  .    Complete  loss  of  equilibrium. 
Indiscreet  petting. 

.  .  .  Weeping. 

.  .    Nausea. 

.      Indiscriminate  tickling. 

.  .    Looking  for  hidden  mole. 

.  .  .  Frequent  absence  from  party. 

.  .    Burping. 

.  .    Hiccups. 

.      Target  spitting. 

.  .    Silverware  missing. 

..Kicking     lady's     shins     under 
table. 

.      Pouring  goldfish  in  silk  hat. 

.  .  .Walking  on  hands. 

.  .  .  Swinging  on  chandeliers. 

I  sincerely  hope  that  I'm  invit- 
ed again. 

— Oklahoma  Whirlwind. 


I    want    the    lights    that    brightly 

shine 
I  want  the  men;  I  want  the  wine; 
I  want  the  thrills  of  a  long-drawn 

kiss; 
I  want  the  things  that  good  girls 

miss; 
I  want  the  fun  without  the  price; 
I  want  to  be  naughty,  and  still  be 

nice; 
I   want   the   arms,   the   heart  of   a 

man 
And  still  stay  single,  if  I  can. 
Will  someone  give  me  some  good 

advice 
On   how   to  be   naughty   and   still 

be  nice? 
You  can't  have  the  man,  the  fun, 

the  wine 
Without    the    price,    little    girl    of 

mine. 
You    can't    have    the    thrills    of   a 

passionate  kiss 
Without  some  forfeit  and  a  risk. 
Arms?    Yes,   you   can  have   them 

every  day. 
Hearts?    No,  men  don't  love  that 

way. 
Are  you   really  looking   for   good 

advice? 
You  can't  be  naughty  and  still  be 

nice. 

— Swiped. 
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SUGGESTED  COURSES 


When  selecting  courses  for  the 
second  semester  don't  overlook  the 
following  if  you  want  to  gain  a 
really  well-rounded  education: 

History  7-11— "A  Complete  His- 
tory of  Crap  Shooting" 

Starting  with  the  game's  origin 
in  the  palace  of  Hammurabi  be- 
fore the  Roosevelt  Administration, 
the  history  of  crap  shooting  is 
traced  very  carefully  and  lucidly. 
The  course  touches  deftly  upon 
Plato's  influence  on  the  game  and 
how  he  began  the  "Baby  needs  a 
new  pair  of  shoes"  philosophy.  It 
shows  how  the  game  of  dice  was 
influenced  by  English  history.  For 
instance,  Henry  VIII  had  so  many 
wives  that  he  numbered  them,  and 
when  he  wanted  them  he  was  ac- 
customed to  call  their  number. 
This  is  how  the  expression  "Come 
7,  come  1 1"  originated.  Prerequis- 
ite: Two  years  in  a  fraternity 
house.  Professor  Bones  instructs. 
Four  evenings  a  week,  after  mid- 
night. 

Bull    Throning    47^2— "Hoic    to 
Get  (I  Good  Mark" 

The  course  explams  the  various 
phases  of  bull  throwing.  It  tells 
the  student  which  subject  to 
spread  it  on  thick  and  which  to 
use  the  brush  lightly  on.  It  ex- 
plains 2  5  methods  of  cheating  and 
gives  you  a  similar  number  of  con- 
cise alibis  to  give  the  proctor  in 
case  you  get  caught.  Near-sighted 
students  need  no  longer  be  at  a 
disadvantage  in  cheating,  as  new 
signal  methods  are  also  taught. 
During  the  year  leading  authorities 
from  the  student  body  give  lec- 
tures.    Prerequisite:      One    course 


taken  without  opening  a  book. 
Professor  Weaselpuss,  instructor. 
One  hour  before  each  exam. 

Sociology  1CAA—"A  Good,  i^Hthy 
Course  in  Sex" 

Under  auspices  of  the  Penn  Stu- 
dents' Alliance — it  was  their  idea. 
As  the  title  describes  it,  this  course 
deals  in  the  elements  of  sex.  Sex 
rearing  its  ugly  head,  sex  rearing 
its  beautiful  head,  and  just  plain 
unadulterated  sex  is  treated.  Sex 
magazines  are  distributed  to  each 
student  every  month  and  analyzed 
in  class.  Five  strip  dancers  are  pre- 
sented during  the  semester.  Innu- 
merable surprises  are  in  store  for 
each  and  every  one  who  takes  this 
course,  and  those  students  who 
don't  just  haven't  lived.  Prerequi- 
site: That  you  are  not  on  the  police 
force.  Sorry,  but  only  two  hours 
a  week.  Professor  Sexurge,  in- 
structor. Make  reservations  three 
years  in  advance. 

Psych.    0—"A    study   of   the   Ah- 
uoriiiiil    Mind" 

This  course  is  presented  to  give 
the  college  student  a  knowledge  of 
the  minds  of  his  associates  and  why 
they  act  as  they  do.  Would  you 
like  to  know  why  your  towels, 
socks,  ties,  etc.,  are  stolen  by  your 
fraternity  brothers?  Would  you 
like  to  know  why  Joe  Louis  isn't 
heavyweight  champion?  Then 
take  this  course.  It  investigates 
the  criminal  mind,  the  unbalanced 
mind,  the  violent  mind.  All  ex- 
amples are  taken  directly  from  the 
class.  Prerequisite:  One  good 
friend  at  college.  Professor  Dem- 
entia, instructor.  Every  waking 
hour. 


Sleeping  6 — "Principles  of  Intelli- 
gent Slumber  in  Class" 

Here  is  a  course  which  will  ben- 
efit you  materially  if  you  wish  to 
make  up  the  sleep  during  classes 
which  you  have  lost  the  night  be- 
fore. This  course  treats  first  on 
the  postures  to  go  to  sleep  in  while 
listening  to  a  lecture,  how  to  avoid 
snoring,  which  may  annoy  the 
professor,  and  how  to  sleep  with 
your  eyes  open  when  your  instruc- 
tor is  talking  directly  to  you.  Sec- 
ondly, the  course  informs  you  of 
the  type  of  sleeping  potion  you 
should  take  if  you  have  insomnia 
or  the  professor's  voice  keeps  you 
awake.  Prerequisite:  Six  hours' 
sleep  a  night.  Professor  Monotone, 
instructor.  Every  morning  class. 
— Punch  Boii'l. 

It's  time  to  call  a  spade  a  spade. 
Admit  life  soon  for  me  will  fade. 
I'm  convinced  life's  all  a  gyp, 
And  yet  I  haven't  lost  my  grip. 

It's  smarter  not  to  smoke,  they  say, 
Perhaps  I've  lost  my  taste  for  play; 
I'm  sick  of  beer,  tired  of  gin. 
Weary  now  of  this  life  of  sin. 

A    handsome    male    gives    me    no 

thrills. 
My  dear,  I've  had  so  many  spills. 
Sophistication   is  my  game. 
Men  have  said  I'm  hard  to  tame. 

I  loathe  adoring  males  and  such, 
I    mean,    I    think    I've    lived    too 

much; 
My  innocence  is  just  a  screen. 
How  old  am  I?  Why — I'm  seven- 
teen. 

—Ski-U-Mah. 


""Why  I  choose  Camels.. .f 


CAMELS  SET  ME  RIGHTL STEADY  SMOKERS  SAY 


